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PREFACE. 



i HE first and principal part of the en- 
suing Volnme, consists of the Correspondence 
between Mr. BURNS and Mr. THOMSON, on 
the subject of the beautiful Work projected and * 
executed by the latter, the nature of which is 
explained in the first number of the following 
series.* The undertaking of Mr. ThonTson, is 

one 

* This work is entitled, " A Select Collection of Ori- 
'^ ginal Scottish Jlirs, for the Voice: to which are added, 

Jniroductory and Concluding Symphonies and Accom- 
paniments for the Piano Forte and Violin, by Pleyel 
^ and Kozduch; with select and characteristic Verses, by 

^ the most admired Scottish Poets," i^c. London^ 

prated and sold by Pbeston, No. 97, Strand. 
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one in which the Public may be congrata!ated 
in various points of view ; not merely as having 
collected the finest of the Scottish songs mod 
airs of past times^ but as having given occasion 
to a number of original songs ' of our Bard^ 
which equal or surpass the former efforts of the 
pastoral muses of Scotland, and which, if we 
mistake not^ may be wfely compared with the 
lyric poetry of any age or country. The letters 
of Mr. Burns to Mr. Thomson include the songa 
he presented to him^ some of which appear in 
different stages pf their progress -, .and these let- 
ters will be found to exhibit occasionally his 
ilotions of song- writings and his opinions on 
vaHous subjects of taste and criticism. These 
opinions, it will be observed, were called forth 
by the observations of his correspondent, Mr. 
Thomson 5 and without the letters of this gen- 
tleman, those of Burns would have been often 
unintelligible. He has therefore yielded to the 
earnest request of the Trustees of the. family pf 
the Poet, to suffer them. to appear in their na- 
tural ordejT; and, independently of the iilustra- 
lion they give' to the letters of Pur Bard, it is 
not to be doubted that : their intrinsic merit 

will 
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will ensure them a reception from the Public^ 
§u beyond what Mr. Thomson's modesty would 
iptmnit him to suppose. The whole of this cor- 
respondence was arranged for the press by Mr. 
Xliomton, and has been printed with little addi- 
tiaii oc variation. 

To this are added^ the greater number of the 
Bongs furnished by our Bard for Mr. Johnson's 
publication^ entitled, '^ TTie Scots Musical Mu- 
seum** {See p. 269), and such other of his poems^ 
iK>t before published, as seemed not unworthy 
of seeing the light. 
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No. 1. 
Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 

Edinburgh, September, 1792. 

For some years past, I have, with a 
friend or two, employed many leisure hours in 
selecting and collating the most favourite of our 
national melodies for publication. We have en- 
gaged Pleyel, the most agreeable composer living, 
to put accompaniments to these, and also to com- 
I>Q8e an ins^amental prelude and conclusion to 
each air, the better to fit them for concerts, botl^ 
public and private. To render this work perfect, 
we are 4j^ous to have the poetry improved, 
wheippver it fleems unworthy of the music ; and 
tbat it is 80 in many instances, is allowed by every 
VOL. IV. B one 



one conversant with onr musical collections. 
The editors of these seem in general to have de- 
pended on the music proving an excuse for the 
verses ; and hence, some charming melodies are 
unit^ to mere nonsense and doggerel^ Mrhile 
others are accommodated with rhymes so loose 
and indelicate, as cannot be sung in decent com- 
pany. To remove this reproach, would be an easy 
task to the author of The Cotter's Saturday Night; 
and, for the honour of Caledonia, I would fain 
hope he may be induced to take up the pen. If 
so, we shall be enabled to present the public with 
a collection infinitely more interesting than any 
that has yet appeared, add acceptable to all per- 
sons of taste, whether they wish for correct me- 
lodies, delicate accompaniments, or characteristic 
verses. — We will esteem your poetical assistance 
a particular favour, besides paying any reasonable 
price you shall please to demand for it. Profit 
is quite a secondary consideration with us, and 
we are resolved to spare neither pains nor ex- 
pense on the publipation. Tell me frankly, then, 
whether you will devote your leisure to writing 
twenty or twenty-five songs, suited to the parti- 
cular melodies which I am prepared to send yoa» 
A few songs, exceptionable only in some of their 
verses, I will likewise submit to your considera- 
tion ; leaving it to yon, either to mend these, or 
make new songs in their stead. It is superfluous 
to assure you that I have no intention to dis- 
place 
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{liitMMt ttdjr df the steriing did soogs ; those only 
irtll' W removed, whk* appear quite silly, or 
ibMltttdly iddedent. Even these shall all be ex- 
ilifiaed by Mr^ Burns, and if Ae is of opinion 
tkM'aiiy of them are deserving of the music, in 
imoh eaoes no divorce shall ti^e place. 

^ Relying on the letter accompanying this, to 
be forgivfett for the liberty I have taken in ad^- 
dres^ng" yon, I aim, with great esteem. Sir, your 
aoiit obedient humble servant, 

G. THOMSON. 



No. II. . 

Mb, burns to Mr. THOMSON. 

Dumfries, iGth Sq^. 1792- 

I HAVE just this moment got your let- 
fef; As the request yon make to me will posi- 
thNeiy add to my enjoyments in complying with 
it, I stedl enter into your undertaking with all 
th0 small portion of abilities I have, strained to 
fhefir utmost exertion by the impulse of enthu- 
siasm. ' Only; don't hurry me: " Deil tak the 
Riftdhnost," is by no means the crz de guerre of 
my muse. Will you, as I am jnfbridr to none 

B2 of 
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«f yoQ ip enthusiastic attachment to the poie$lrf$^._ 
an(l music of old. Caledonia, and, since yon.i^ 
.quest it, have cheerfully pjomiaed my mite qif 
<a«aistanoe — will you let mje have a fist of your aint> 
,with the first, line of the printed verses you intend 
for them, that I may have an opportunity of slig* 
gesting any alteration that may occur to me. T611: 
;know 'tis in the way of my trade ; still le^ving^^ 
you, gentlemen, the undoubted right of pub-t 
Jishersis to approve, or reject, at your pleasure^ ■' 
lor your own publication. Apropos i if you are 
for EngHsh verses, there is, on my part, an end-j.; 
of the matter. Whether in the simplicity of iKc^;./ : 
ballad, or the patboi of the song, I can 6i^ly|';/ 
hope to please myself In being allowed at leaist'a-'. 
sprinkling of our native tongue. English verses* > 
particularly the works of Scotsmen, that hM^ 
merit, arc ^deifeinly. very eligible. Tweedside $.} J . 

* , » * • ■ • 

Ahi the poor shepherd^ s mournful fate ! Ahf'<\ 
Chtoris could Itum but sit, &c. you cannot mend;,- :. ' 

.: biit such insipid stuflF as. To Fanny fair couoiL':;:' 

. . » • • • 

impart^ &Co usually ^et to The Mill, Mill O, i^*a*V;v 
disgrace to the collections in which it has alreacly*^ l 
appeared, and would doubly disgrace acoUectidii**.: * 
that will have the very superior merit of yiPii^i \ • 
But more of this in the farther prosecution oi!^-.- 
the business, if I am called on for my istricti|i£f'4' *-' 
9nd amendments — I say, amendments^ fof .|a '! 
will not alter except where I myself at leasfei <:.;;;: 
think that I ameact $ 



As to any remuneration, you may think my 
8ong8 either above or Helow price ; for they shall 
absolutely be the one or the other. In the honest 
^thtisiasm with which I embark in your under- 
taking, to talk of money, wages, fee, hire, &c., 
would be downright prostitution of soul! A proof 
of each of the songs that I compose or amend, 
I shall receive as a favour. In the rustic phrase 
of the season^ ^' Gude speed the wark !'' 

I am^ Sir^ your very humble servant, 

R. BURNS. 

V. S. I have some particular reasons for wishing 
my interference to be known as little as possible* 



No. HI. 

Mb. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 

Edinburgh, 13th Oct. 1792. 
DEAR SIR, 

; 

I RECEIVED, with much satisfaction, 
your pleasant and obliging letter, and I return my 
Utrarmest acknowledgments for the enthusiasm 
with which you havie entered into our undertak- 
ing. We have now no doubt of being able to 

produce 



produce a collection highly deserving ef piibli6 
attention in all respects. 

m • 

.1 

I agree with you in thinking English vera^ 
that have merit, very eligible, wherever new veraep 
are necessary; because the English beconUHi 
every year more and more the language ^ 
Scotland ; but if you mean that no EngUafi 
verses, except those by Scottish authors, ought 
to be admitted, I am half inclined to differ from 
you J I should consider it unpardonable to sa- 
crifice one good song in the Scottish dialect, to 
make room for English verses ; but, if we can 
select a few excellent ones suited to the unpro* 
vided or ill-provided airs, would it not be the 
very bigotry of literary patriotism to reject such, 
merely because the authors were born south of 
the Tweed ? Our sweet air. My Nanie O, which 
in the collections is joined to the poorest stuff 
that Allan Ramsay ever wrote, beginning. 
While same for pleasure pavm their healthy an- 
swers so finely to Dr. Percy *s beautiful song, 
O Jfancy wilt thou go with me^ that one would 
think he wrote it on purpose for the air. How* 
ever, it is not at all our wish to confine you to 
English verses; you shall freely be allowed a 
sprinkling of your native tongue, as you elegant* 
\y express it; and moreover, we will patiently 
wait your own time. One thing only I beg, 
which is, that however gay and sportive the muse 

may 



may be» she may always be decent. Let her 
not write what beauty would blush to speak^ nor 
wound that charming delicacy which forms the 
most piwi^w dowfy q£ qup daughters. I do not 
conceive the song to be the most proper vehicle 
for witty and brilliant conceits; simplicity^ I 
believe, should be its prominent feature ; but, in 
soilie of our son^s,, the writers have confounded 
simfiUcity with coarseness and vulgarity; H* 
ttmqgh between the one and the other> as Dr. 
Beattie well observes, there is as great a differ- 
tnce as between a plain suit of clothes and a 
bundle of rags. The humorous ballad, or pa^ 
tbetio c<miplaint, is best suited to our artlesi' 
melodies ; and more interesting, indeed, in alt 
songs, than the most pointed wit, dazzling de* 
scriptiong^ and flowery fancies* 

With these trite observations, I send you 
eleven of the songs, for which it is my wish to 
substitute others of your writing. I shall soon 
transmit the rest, and, at the same time, a pro- 
^[lectus of the whole coHection : and you may 
believe we will receive any hints that you are so 
kind as to give for improving the work, with the 
greatest pleasure mid thankfulness. 

I remain, dear Sir, &c. 
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No. IV. 

Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON- 

MY DEAR SIR, 

JLet me tell you that you are too fastidi'^ 
ous in your ideas of songs and ballads. I owa 
that your criticisms are just; the songs you 
specify in your list have all but one the faults 
you remark in them ; but who shall mend the 
matter ? Who shall rise up and say-«-Go to, I 
will make a better ? For' instance^ on*^ reading 
over the Lea-^rig^ I immediately set about trying 
my hand oa it, andy after all, I could make no^ 
thing more of it than the following, which* 
Heaven knows is poor enough : 

When o'er the hill the eastern star, 

'Tells l^ughtin-time is near, my jo ; 
And owsen frae the furrow'd field. 

Return sae dowf and weary O ; 
Down by the burn, where scented birks* 

Wi' dew are hanging clear, my jo> 
I'll meet thee on the lea-rig,. 

My ain kind dearie O. 

In 



* For ** scented birics/' in some copies, ** birkea 
buds/* E. 



In iiiitkest glen, at midnight hom^ 

rd rove, and ne'er be eerie O, 
If thro' that glen I gaed to thee, 

Mj iin kind dearie O. 
Aitho' the night were ne'er sae wild,* 

M^d I were ne'er sae wearie O, 
iM-meet thee on the lea-rig, 

J^y ain kind dearie O. 



Your 



''^ In the copy transmitted to Mr. Thomson, instead of 
wUd, vnm inserted wet. Bat m one of the manuscripts, 
fnbMy written; afterwards, wet was changed into wild ; 
md^tly a great improvement. The lovers mi(^t meet on 
the lea-rq;,^ '' although the night were ne'er so wUd/^ that 
18, although the summer-wind blew, the sky lowered, and 
the diunder murmured : such circumstances might render 
dieir meeting still more interesting. But if the night 
were actually wet, why should they meet on the lea-rig? 
Oil a wet n^t the imagination cannot contemplate their 
situation diere widi any complacency.— Hbullus, and after 
him Hammond, has conceived a happier situation for lovers 
on a wet ni^t . Probably Bums had in his mind the versO' 
of an old Scottish Song, in which wet and weary are natu- 
rally enough conjoined* 

'^ When my ploughman comes hame at ev^n. 
He's often wet and weary; 
Cast off the wet, put on the dry. 
And gae to bed, my deary." E. 



10 

Your observation as to the aptitude of Dr. 
Percy *s ballad to the air Nank O, is just. It is 
besides, perhaps^ the most beautiful ballad in the 
English language. But let me remark to you, 
that^ in the sentiment and style of our Scottish 
airs, there is a pastoral simplicity, a something 
that one may call the Doric style and dialect of 
vocal music, to which a dash of our native 
tongue and manners is . particularly, nay pecu- 
liarly, apposite. For this reason, and, upon my 
honour^ for this reason alone, I am of opinion 
(but, as I told you before, my opinion is yours^ 
freely yours, to approve, or reject, as you please) 
that my ballad of Name O mighty perhaps, do for 
OQi^ set of verses to the tune» Now don't let it 
enter into your head, that you are under any ne« 
eesstty^of taking my verses. I have long ago 
made up my mind as to my own reputation in 
the business of authorship; and have nothing 
to be pleased or offended at, in your adoption 
pr rejection of my verses. Though you should 
ri^ect one half of what I give you, I shall be 
pl««sed with ypur adapting the other baU; and 
shall eontinue to s^rve you with the same aasi* 
duity. 

In the printed copy of my Nante O, the name 
of the river is horridly prosaic. I will alter it^ 

'^ Behind yon hills where Lugar flows.'' 

Girvan 



u 

Giryan is the pame of the river that suits the 
HeA ^ the stani^a best, but Lagar is the oipst 
agreeable modulation pf syllables. 

I will soon give you a great many more re* 
marks on this business ; but I have just now an 
pppprtupity of conveying you this scrawl^ free 
of postage; an expense that it is ill able to pay : 
SO9 with u^y best compliments %q honest wAJlap, 
Good be wi* ye, &c. 

Fridojf Night* 



Saiurdajf Morning. 

As I find I have still an hour to spare this 
morning before my conveyance goes away, I will 
give you Name O at length, fv. vol. iif. p. 477-) 

Your Remarks on Ewe-bughtSj Marion, are just: 
still it has obtained a place among our more clas- 
sical Scottish Songs ; and what, with many beau* 
ties in its composition, and more prejudices in its 
favour, you will not find it easy to supplant it. 

In my very early years, when i was thinking\ 
of going to the Weat- Indies, I took the following! 
farewell of a dear girl. It is quite trifling, and 
has nothing of the merits of Ewe^iughts 3 but it 

will 



will fill up this page. Yon must know^ that 
all my earlier love songs were the breathings 
of ardent passion, and though it might have 
been easy in after-times to have given them a 
polish, yet that poFish, to me, whose they were, 
iud who perhaps alone cared for them, would 
liave defaced the legend of my heart, which 
was so faithfully inscribed on them. Their un* 
couth simplicity was, as they say of wines, their 
race. 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 

And leave auld Scotia's shore ? 
Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 

Across th' Atlantic's roar ? 

. O sweet grows the lime and the orange. 
And the apple on the pine ; 
But a' the charms o' the Indies 
Can never equal thine. 

I hae sworn by the Heavens to my Mary, 
I hae sworn by the Heavens to be true ; 

And sae may the Heavens forget nie, 
« When I forget my vow ! 

O plight me your faith, my Mary, 

And plight me your lily-white hand ; 
O plight me your faith, my Mary, 
' Before I leave Scotia's strand. 

We 



Id 

W^ hjie plighted our troths my Mary^ 
la matual affection to joia ; i «. 

J^juA curst be the cause that shalt part us I . 
The hour and the moment o* time !^ 

■ 

Galloi Water, and Auld Ebb Morris^ I thiak^ 
will most probably be the next subject of dotfy 
musings. However^ even on my verses^ speak out 
your criticisms with equal frankness. My wish 
IS, not to stand aloof^ the uncomplying bigot of 
tpiniitreti, but cordially to join issue with you 
in the furtherance of the work« 
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No. V. 



Mr. burns io Mr. THOMSm^. 



< * 



Jfavmberm^ 1792* 

If you mean» my dear Sir/ that all the 
songs in your collection shall be poetry oi the first 
merit, I am afraid you will find more difiiculty in 

the 



mm* 



^ Thb song Mr. Thomson i»8 not adoptad in his coU 
Udion. Ildeaorves however to be preservwi, E. 
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the undertakHig than you are awaM el There is 
a peculiar rhjrthmus in manjr of <mt aini^ and a 
neicetsitjr of adapting syllables to the empliatis^ or 
what I would call tb^JtiUure noUf 4f 4be tone^ 
that cramp the poet, and lay him under almost 
iiisnpemble difficulties. For instance^ in the air^ 
My votfe*s a wanton wee things if a' few Knes smooth 
and pretty can be adapted to it, it is all you can 
expect. The following were made extempore to 
it ; and thonigh, on farther sttidy, I mighfl glm 
yeu aomething more profound, yet it ihight no* 
suit the light- horse gallop of the air so well as 
this random cltnk. 



MY WIFE'S A WINSOME WEE THING. 



She is a winsome W<^ thing. 
She is a handsome wee thing, 
Sheii « bopinie wee^.tluivgy \^ 
This sweet wee wife o* mine. 



f /• 



• I never saw a fairer, 
I iMver loe'd a dearer^ 
And niest my heart I'll wear her 
For fear my j^wel tine. 

She is a winsome wee thing. 
She is a handsome wee thing, 
Sbe is. arboenie wee things 
Thist iiitet weis wile ^ awDe> 



The 
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Tb« WArld's wmtk we share <i% 
The waritle and the care o -t ; 
Wi' her I'U blythly bear it. 
And think my lot ditine. 



/ 4 



I have Just been looking over the CoUier^s 
bonmf Dochter ; and if the following rhapsody, 
^hich I composed the o|her day, on a chai;ming 
Ayrshire girl. Miss ■ ■ . » as she passed. (hrough 
this place to England^ will suit your taste better 
than the Collier Lassie^ fall on and welcome. 

O saw ye bonnie Lesley 

As she gaed o'er the border ? 
She's gane^ like Alexander, 

To spread her conquests farther. ' 

I 4 . ,' 

• . ' ' • ■ ' I 

To see her is to love her. 

And love but her for ever ; 
For Nature made her what she is, ' 

And never made anither ! 



'/> 



Thou art a queen, fair Lesley, 
Thy subjects we, before thee : 

Thou art divine, fair Lesley, 
The hearts o' men adore thee. 



■ • « 



The 



The.Qeil ,h€|,co«ld na 9caith thde^ 
Or aught that wad »belang tbee ^ 

He'd look into thy boHnie faQ4^y 
And say, " J canna wrang thee." 

The powers abooa will tent thee ; 

Misfortune sha' na steer thee; 
Thou'rt like themselves sae lovely, 

Thit ill they'll ii6*er let near thee. 



»■■.»' 



'^ "Return again, fair Lesley, 
Return to Caledbnie ! 
That we may br^, we hae a lass 
There's nane again sae bonnie. 






! > 



I have hitherto deferred the sublimer, more 
pathetic airs, until more leisure, as they will 
take, and deserve, a greater efforts fio'Vfever, 
they are all put into your hands, as clay into 
the hands of the potter, to make one vessel to 
honour* and another to dishonour Farewell, 
fcc. 
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No. VI. 



Mr. burns to Mr; THOMSON. 
HIGHLAND MARY. 

Tune, " Katharine Ogie." 

£ banks^ and braes^ and streams around, 

■'"•''*' 

The castle o' Montgomery » 

* •..,11 

Green be your woods, and fair your flowers^ 

Your waters never drumlie ! 
There simmer first unfald her robes. 

And there the langest tarry : 
For there I took the last fareweel 

O' my sweet Highland Mary. . 

How sweetly bloom*d the gay green birk,^ 

Hd w rich the hawthorn's blossom ! 
As underneath their fragrant shade, 

I clasped her to my bosom ! 
The golden hours, on angel wings, 

Rew o*er me and my dearie ; 
For' dear to me as light and life. 

Was my sweet Highland Mary. 
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Wi' mony a vow, and lock'd embrace. 

Our parting was fu' tender; 
And, pledging aft to meet again. 

We tore oursels asunder ; 
But Oh ! fell death's untimely frost. 

That nipt ^nj^r flower %ae early i 
Now green's the sod, and cauld's the clay. 

That wrapi».4ny HighlapdMary ! 

O pale, pale now, those rosy lips, 

I aft hae kiss'd sae fondly i 
And clos'd for ay, the sparkling glance. 

That dwelt ^n ttie sae kindly ; 
And mouldering now in silent dust 

That heart that lo^ed me dearly ! 
But still within my bosom's core. 

Shall live tny Highland Mary. 



14^ November, 179^ 
MY DEAR SIR, 

I AGREE with you that the song, Ka- 
tharine Ogie, is very poor stuflf, and unworthy, 
altogether unworthy, of so beautiful an air. I 
tried to mend it, but the awkward sound Ogie 
recurring so often in the rhyme, spoils every at- 
tempt at introducing sentiment into the pi^e. 

The 



The foregoing i^pg pleai^es myself; I think it is 
in my. happiest manner; you will see at first 
glance that it $uits the air. The subject of the 
song is one of the most interesting passages of 
my youthful days; and I own that I should 
be much flattered to see the verses set to an air 
which would ei^sure celebrity. Perhaps, after 
a]l, 'tis the still glowing prejudice of my heart, 
that throws a borrowed lustre over the merits of 
the composition. 

I have partly taken your idea of Auld Rob 
Morris. I have adopted the ^wo first verseis, 
and am going on with the song on a new plan, 
which promises pretty well. I take up one or 
another, just as the bee of the moment buzzes 
in my bonnet-lug; and do you, sans ceremonie^ 
make what use you choose of the productions. 
Adieu ! &c. 



No. VII. 

Mm. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 

Edinburgh^ Nov. 1792. 
DEAR SIR, 

I V\rAS just going to write to you, that 
on meeting with your Nanie I had fallen violently 
in J|ove with her. I thank you, therefore, fpr 

C 2 sending 



do 



sending the charming rustic to me, in the dress 
you wish her to appear before the public. She 
does you great credit, and will soon be admitted 
into the best company. 

I regret that your song for the Lea-rig is so 
short ; the air is easy, soon sung, and very pleas- 
ing; so that, if the singer stops at the end of 
two stanzas, it is a pleasure lost ere it is well 
possessed. 

Although a dash of our native tongue and 
manners is doubtless peculiarly congenial and 
appropriate to our melodies, yet I shall be able 
to present a considerable number of the veiy 
Flowers of English Song, well adapted to those 
melodies, which in England at least will be the 
means of recom&iending them to still greater at- 
tention than they have procured there. But you 
will observe, my plan is, that every air shall, in the 
first place, have verses wholly by Scottish poets ; 
and that those of English writers shall follow as 
additional songs, for the choice of the singer. 

What you stoy- of the Etae-biights is just ; I ad- 
mire it, and never meant to supplant it. All I re- 
quested was, thatyou would try your hand on some 
of the inferior stanzas, which are apparently no 
part of the original song: but this I do not urge> 
because the song is of sufficient length though 
those inferior stanzas be bmittcfd^ as they will be 

by 
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by the singer of taste. You must not think I 
expect fl// the song& to be df superlative -ifierit:, 
that were an unreasonable expectation. I am 
sensible that no poet can sit down doggedly to 
pen verses^ and succeed well at all times. 

I am highly pleased with your humorous and 
amorous rhapsody on Bonnie Leslie: it is a' thou- 
sand times better than the Collier's Lassie. > " The 
" deil he could na scaith thee," &c. is an eccen- 
tric and happy thought.. Do you not think, 
however, that the names of such old heroes as 
'Alefxander, sound rather . queer, unless in pom. 
pons or mere burlesque verse ? Instead of the line 
*f And never made anither, " 1 would hunibly 
suggest, <* And ne'er made sic anither;" and I 
would fain have you substitute some other line 
for." Return to Caledonie," in the last yerse, be- 
.caos^ I think this alteration of the orthography, 
and of the sound of Caledonia, disfigures the 
wok*d, and renders it Hudibrastic. 

Of the other song. My zvife^s a winsome wee 
thing, I think the first eight lines very good, but 
I do not admire the other eight, because four of 
them are a bare repetition of the first verse. I 
have been trying to spin a stanza, but could make 
Nothing beiter than the following : do you mend 
it,' or as Yorick did with the love-letter, whip 
it up in your owp way. 

O leeze 



Si 

O leeze me on ttiy w^ thing, 
My bonnie blithsome wee thing 5 
Sae lang's I hae my wee thing, . 
ril think my lot divine. 

Tho* warld's care we share o*t. 
And may see meickle mair o't ; 
Wi* her ril blithly bear it. 
And ne'er a word repine* 



You perceive, my dear Sir, I avail myself of 
the liberty which you condescend to allow me, 
by speaking freely what I think. Be assured, it 
is not my disposition to pick out the faults of any 
poem or picture I see :/ my first and chief object 
is to discover and be delighted with the beauties 
of the piece. If t sit down to examine critically, 
and at leisure, what perhaps you have written in 
haste, I may happen to observe careless lineis 
the re-perusal of which might lead you to im- 
prove them. TTie wren will often see what has 
been overlooked by the eagle. 

J remain yours faithfully, &c. 

P. S. Your verses upon Highland Mary are just 
come to hand: they breathe the genuine spirit 
of poetry, and, like the music, will Iwt for ever. 

Such 



Such verses united to such an air^ with the deli- 
cate hannony of i^leyel superadded, might form 
a treat worthy of being presented to Apollo him- 
self. I have heard the sad story of your Mary : you 
always iseem inspired when you write of her. 



No. VIII. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON, 



JDumfri^ \a De^. 1792,. 

Your alterations of my Nanie O are per- 
fectly right So are those of My wife*s a wanton 
we thing. Your alteration of the second stanza 
is a positive improvement* Now, my dear Sir, 
with the freedom which characterizes our cor- 
respondence, I must not, cannot alter Bonnie 
Leslie. You are right, the word " Alexander'* 
makes the line a little uncouth, but I think the 
thought is pretty. Of Alexander, beyond all 
other heroes, it may be sai(jl, in the sublime lan- 
guage of scripture, that '' he went forth con- 
^ querifig aod to conquer.'' 

" For 
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''. For Nature made her what she is, ;> 

. And never, made anither/' (such ft person as she b)* ,. 

. This is in my opinion more poetical rthan 
" Ne'er made sic anither." However, it is imma- 

« 

terial: make it either way.* " Caledonie/' I 
agree with you, is not so good a word as could 
be wished, though it is sanctioned in three or 
four instances by Allan Ramsay ; but I cannot 
help it. In short, that species of stanza is the 
most difficult that I have ever tried. 

The Lea-rig is as follows. (Here the poet gives 
the tmo first stanzas, as before, p. 8, with thefot- 
lowing^ in addition: J 



I J M 



The hunter lo'es the morning snn. 

To rouse the mountain deer, my jo : 
At noon the fisher seeks the glen. 

Along the burn to steer, my jo ; 
Gie me the hour o' gloamin grey. 

It maks my heart sae cheery, O, 
To meet thee on the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie, O. 

I am interrupted. Yours, &c. 

■■ No' 



*'■■» ■■! i J i ■>i»» j m il | i» ^iwi% 



* Mr. Thonuoa has decided oo N«^er made tic .anitherk 

E. 
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No. IX. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



** k 



AULD ROB MORRIS.* 

There's aul^ Rob Morris that wons Jn yon gtenii 
He's th^ kipg o' guid fellows ^nd ws^e of aul4 

men: 
He has gowd in his coffers, he has owsen and kine^ 
And ae bonnie lassie, his darling and mine. 

She's fresh as the morning, the fairest in May; 
She's sweet as the ev'ning amang the new hay ; 
As blithe. and as artless as the lambs on the lea. 
And dear to my heart as the light to my e'e. 



T r 



But Oh \ she'i^ an heiress, auld Robin's a laird. 
And my daddie has naught but a cot-house and 

yard J 
A wooer like.me maunna hope to come ^eed. 
The wonndsl must hide that cWill soon be my 
X dead. -^ ...-..., . 

The 



.' 



iMa 



J , * . ' 



• The two first lines are taken frbm an bid ballad— die 
rest is wjiolly original. E« 
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The day comes to me^ but delight brings me 

nane ; 
The night comes to me, but my rest it is gane : 
I wandit tty lane like |A tiight-troubled ghaist. 
And I sigh as my heart it wad burst in my breast/ 

had she but been of a lower degree, 

1 then might hae hopM she wad smil'd upon me ! 
O, how past descriving had then been my bliss. 
As now my distraction no words can express ! 



DUNCAN GRAY, 



Duncan Gray cam here to woo. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o' t. 
On blithe yule night when we were fu'. 

Ha, ha, the wooing oH. 
Maggie coost her head fu' high, 
Look'd asklent and ynco skeigh, 
Qarjt poor Duncan stand abeigh ; 
Hay ha, the wooing oH. 



Duncan 



\ 



« t 
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Duncan fleech'd^ irtid t>otican {Hray'd : 

Ha^ ha, SCc. 
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig,^ 

Ha, ha, 8{c. 
Duncan sighM baith out and in^ 
Grat his een baith bleert and bliii\ 
Spak o' lowpin o'er a linn ; 

Ha, hh, Xc. 

Time and chance are but a tide^ 

Ha ! ha, Xc. 
Slighted love is sair to bide. 

Ha, ha, Xc. 
Shall I, like a fool^ quoth he. 
For a haughty hizzie die ? ' 

She may gae to — -France for me ! 

Ha, ha, Xc. 

How it comes let doctors tell. 

Ha, ha, Xc. 
Meg grew sick*— as he grew heal. 

Ha, ha, Xc. 
Something in her bosom wrings^ 
For relief a sigh she brings ; 
And O, her een, they spak sic things ! 

Ha, ha, Xc. 



Duncan 



* A well-known rock in die frith of C^Fde. B. 
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Duncan was a lad o' grace, 

Ha^ ha, Sfc. 
Maggie's was a piteous case. 

Ha, ha, Xc. 
Duncan could na be her death. 
Swelling pity smoor'd his wrath ; 
Now they're crouse and canty baith. 

Ha^ ha, the wooing oU.* 



4th December, 1798. 

The foregoing I submit, my dear Sir, to 
your better judgment. Acquit them, or condemn 
them, as seemeth good in your sight. Duncan 
Gray is that, kind of light-horse gallop of an air, 
which precludes sentiment. T]he ludicrous is its 
ruling feature. 



No. 



* This has oothing in common with the old licentious 
ballad of Duncan Gray, but the first line, and part of the 
third— The. rest is wholly orkinal. E. 
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Mr. BURNS to Mr. THOMSON. 



■ . / 



I • « . 1 ' • 4 % 



SONG. 



Tune — ** t HAD A Horse." 

» . ■ 

.. . • • • ' 

O POORTITH cauld, and restless love. 

Ye wreck my peace between ye 5 
Yet poortith a' I could -forgive. 

An* 'twere na for my Jeanie.v • 
O why should fate sic pleasure have. 

Life's dearest bands untwining ? 
Or why sae sweet a flower as love. 

Depend on Fortune's shining ? 

This warld's wealth when I thimk on^ 
Its pride, and a* the lave 6\ ; 

Fie, fie on silly coward man. 
That he should be the slave o't. 
O why, Xc. 



Her 
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Her een sae bonnie blue betray. 

How she repays my passion ; 
But prudence is her o'erword ay, 

She talks of rank and fashion. ^ 

O why^ JSTc. 

O wha can prudence think upon^ . 

And sic a lassie by him ? 
O wha can prudence think upon^ 

And sae in love as I am ? 
O whyy SCc* 

How blest the humble cotter's fate I* 

He woos his pimple dearie^ 
The sillie bogles, wealth and state, 

Caa never make them eerie. 
O why should fate sic pleasure have. 

Life's dearest bands untwining P 
Or why sae sweet a flower as love. 

Depend on Fortune's shining i 

GALLA 



* '' The w]ld-w,ood loflian's fate" in the original MS. 

E. 
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GALLA WATER. 



There's braw braw lads on Yarrow braes^ 
That wander thro' the blooming heather s 

But Yarrow braes, nor Ettric shaws^ 
Can jnatch the lads o' Galla water. 



Bat there is ane, a secret ane, 
Aboon them a' I loe him better ; 

And I'll be his, and he'll be mine. 
The bonnie lad o' Galla water. 



Altbo' his daddie was pae laird. 
And tho' I hae nae .meickle tocher ; 

Yet rich in kindest, truest love. 
We'll tent our flocks by Galla water. 



It ne'Qr,wiis wfealtb^ it;ne'^ miB.Yie^th^ : , 
That coft contentment, peace, or pleasure i 

The 'bands and bliss o' mutual love, 
O that's the ohiefest warld's treasure ! 

# 

Jan. 1793. 
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Jan. 1795. 

Many returns of the season to you, my 
dear Sir. How comes on your publication ? will 
these two foregoing be of any service to you ? I 
should like to know what songs you print to 
each tune besides the verses to which it is set. 
In short, I would wish to give you my opinion 
on all the poetry you publish. You know it is 
my trade, and a man in the way of his trade 
may suggest useftU ihints, that ^cape m#n gf 
much superior parts and endowments in other 
things. ^ i 



r . * 



If you meet with my dear and much-valued 
C.y greet him^ in my name, with the compliments 
of the season. 



*» *t t K 



Yours, &c. 






No. XI. 

Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. ' 



■ I 



Edmburgh, Jan.20,, }79S. r 

You make me happy, my dear Sir^^ wd 
thousands will be happy to see the charming songs 

you 



as 

you have s6ni me/ Many taerry returns* of the 
season to you^ and may you iong continue^ 
among the sons and daughters of Caledonia, to 
delight them and to honour yourself. 

The four last songs with which you favoured 
me, viz. AtUd Bob Morris, Duncan Gray, Gattd 
Water 9 snd Catdd Kail, are admirable. Duncan 
is indeed a lad of grace, and his humour will 
endear him to every body. 

The distracted lorer in Auld Rob, an<i the 
happy shepherdess in Cralla Water, exhihit an 
exceUent contrast: they speak from gehuine 
leeling, and powerfully touch the heart. 

The number of songs which I had originally in 
view, was limited -, but I how resolve to include 
every Scotch air and song worth singing, leav- 
ing none behind but mere gleanings, to which 
the publishers of omnegatkerum are welcome. I 
would rather be the editor of a collection from 
which nothing could be taken away, than of one 
to which nothing could be added. We intend 
presenting the subscribers with two beautiful 
stroke engravings; the one characteristic of the 
plaintive, and the other of the lively songs -, and 
I have Dr. Beattie's promise of an essay upon 
the subject of our national music, if his health 
will permit him to write it. As a numbw of our 

VOL. IV. D songs 
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foogs have doubtlese beea called forth by partis 
cttlar events^ or by the charms of peerless idamK 
sels^ there must be many curious anecdotes le* 
lating to them* 

The late Mr. Tytler of Woodhouselee^ I be- 
lieve^ knew more of this than any body^ for he 
joined to the pursuits of an antiquary, a taste for 
poetry, besides being a man of the world, and poth 
sessing an enthusiasm for music beyond most of 
his contemporaries. He was quite pleased with 
this plan of mine, for I may say it has been solely 
managed by me, and we had several long conveiw 
sations about it when it was in embryo. If I cooid 
simply mention the name of the heroine of each 
song, and the incident which occasioned the 
verses, it would be gratifying. Pray, will you 
send me any information of this sort, as well with 
regard to your own songs, as the old ones ? 

To all the favourite songs of the plaintive or 
pastoral kind, will be joined the delicate accom- 
paniments, &c. of Pleyel. To those of the comic 
and humorous class, I think accompaniments 
scarcely necessary ,- they are chiefly fitted for the 
conviviality of the festive board, and a tuneful 
voice, with a proper delivery of the words, renders 
them perfect. Nevertheless, to these I propose 
adding bass, accompaniments, because then they 
are fitted either for singing, or for instrumental 

performance. 
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perfonH^iice> when there hai^os to he no singer, 
I mean to eimploy our right trusty friend Mr. 
Clarket to $et the bass to these, which he ajssures 
me he will da con amore, and with much greater 
attention than he ever bestowed on any thing of 
the kind. But for thb last class, of airs I will 
not attempt to find more than one set of verses* 

That eccentric bard, Peter Pindar, has started 
I know not how many dii^culties, about writing 
for the airs I tent to him, because of the peculi- 
arity of their measure, and the trammels they im- 
pose on his flying Pegasus. I subjoin for your 
perusal the only one I have yet got from him, 
being for the fine air '* Lord Gregory." The Scots 
verses printed with that air, are taken from the 
middle of an old bailad, called TTie Loss of Loch-' 
rqyan, which I do not admire. I have set down 
the air therefore as a creditor of yours. Many 
of the Jacobite songs are replete with wit and 
humour; might not the best of these be included 
in our volume of comic songs ? 



POSTSCRIPT, 

From the Hon. A. ERSKINE. 

Mr. Thomson has been so obliging as 
to give me a perusal of your songs. Highland 

D SI Mary 



1^^^^ 
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Mary is most enchantingly pathetic^ and Duncan 
Grey possesses native genuine humour; ^^ spak^ 
'^ o' ]owpin o'er a linn/' is a line of itself that 
should make you immortal. I sometimes hear 
(tf you from our mutual friend C.^ who is a most 
excellent fellow, and possesses, above all men I 
know, the charm of a most obliging disposition. 
You kindly promised me, about a year ago, a 
collection of your unpublished productions, re- 
ligious and amorous; I know from experience 
how irksome it is to copy. If you will get any 
trusty person in Dumfries to write them over 
&ir, I will give Peter Hill whatever money he 
asks for his trouble, and I certainly shall not be- 
trey your confidence. 

I am your hearty admirer, 

ANDREW ERSKINE. 



No. XII. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 

2fith January, 1793. 

I APPROVE greatly, my dear Sir, of your 
I^ans^ Dr.Beattie's essa^wiU of itself be a treasure. 

On 
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Oa my part; I mean to draw up an appendix to 
the Dactor'9 essay^ containing my stock of anec^ 
dotes^ &c. of our Scots songs. All the late Mr. 
Tytler's anecdotes I have by me^ taken down in 
the course of my acquaintance with him from 
his own mouth. I am such an enthusiast, that^ 
in the course of my i^everal peregrinations through 
Scotland, I made a pilgrimage to the individual 
spot from which every song took its rise; Lochi- 
aber, and the Braes of Ballenden, excepted. So 
&r as the locality, either from the title of the air, 
or the tenor of the song, could be escertained, 
I have paid my devotions at the particular shrine 
of every Scots muse. 

I do not doubt but you might make a very va- 
luable collection of Jacobite songs; but would 
it give no o£fence? In the mean time, do not 
you think that some of them, particularly The 
sow^s tail to GeordiCf as an air, with other words, 
might be well worth a place in your collection of 
lively songs ? 

If it were possible to procure songs of merit, 
it would be proper to have one set of Scots words 
to every air, and that the set of words to which 
the notes ought to. be set. . There is a ndiveti, a 
pastoral simplicity, in a slight intermixture of 
Scots words and phraseology, which is more in 
unison (at least to my taste, and I will add to 

every 
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werfr genuine Caledonian taste) with the aitnple 
patbosy or rustic sprightlitless of our native mu- 
sic^ than any English verses whatever. 

The very name of Peter Pindar is an acquisition 
to your work. His Gregory is beautifiiL I have 
tried to give you a set of stanzas in Scots, on 
the same subject, which are at your service. 
Not that I intend to enter the lists with Peter ; 
that would be presumption indeed. My song, 
though much inferior in poetic merit, has I think 
more of the ballad simplicity in it. 



LORD GREGORY. 



O MIRK, mirk is this midnight hour. 
And loud the tempest's roar; 

A waefu' wanderer seeks thy tow'r. 
Lord Gregory, ope thy door. 

An exile frae her father's ha'. 

And a' for loving thee ; 
At least some pity on me shaw, 

Ithve it may na be. 



Lord 



S9 

s Lard !GMgory» mind'st thou not the g«Mre» 
. By bonnie Irwine side^ 
Where first I ownM that virgin-loye , 
I lang^ lang had denied i 

^ How aften didst thou pledge and vow 
Thou wad fpr ay be mine ; 
And my fond heart, itsel sae true. 
It he^er mistrusted thine. 

Hard is thy heart. Lord Gregory, 

And flinty is thy breast : 
Thou dart of heav'n that flashest by, 

O wilt thou give me rest ! 

Ye mustering thunders from above 

Your willing victim see ! 
But spare, and pardon my fause love. 

His wrangs to heaven and me!* 



My 



^ The song of Dr. Walcotti on the same subject, is as 
follows : 

Ah ope, Lord Gregory, thy door ! 

A midnight wanderer sighs ; 
Hard rush the rains, the tempests roar, 

And lightnii^ cleave the skies. 

Who 
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Mjr most respectful compliments to the ho- 
nourable gentleman who fevoured me with a 
postscript in your last. He shall hear from me 
' and receive his MSS* soon. 



No. 



Who comes with woe at this drear iii|^i(p-* 

A pilgrim of the gloom ? 
If she whose love did once delight^ 

My cot shall yield her room. 

Alas ! thou beard'st a pilgrim mooniy 

That once was priz'd by thee : 
Hiink of the ring by yonder burn 

Thou gav'st to love and me. 

But should'st thou not poor Marian know, 

ril turn my feet and part : 
And think the storms that round me blow, 

Far kinder than thy heart. 

It is but doing justice to Dr. Walcott to mention, tiiat 
his song is the original. Mr. Bums saw it, liked it, and 
immediately wrote the other on the same subject, which is 
derived fipm the old Scottish baUad of uncertain origin. 
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No. XIII. 



Mr. burns io Mk. THOMSON. 



itOth March, I70S. 

MARY MORISON. 
Tune — " Bide ye yet." 

O MARYy at thy window be^ 

It is the wish'd, the trysted hour ! 
Those smiles and glances let me see^ 

That maike the miser's treasure poor : 
How blitbly wad I bide the stoure, 

A weary slave frae sun to sun ; 
Could I the rich reward secure^ 

The lovely Msiry Morison. 

Yestreen when to the trembling string. 
The dance gaed thro* the lighted ha% 

To thee my fancy took its wing, 
I sat, but neither heard or saw. 



Tho' 



it 

Tho' this was fair^ and that was braw, 

And ywM the toast of a' the town, 
I sigh'dy and said amang them a', 
*' Ye are na Mary Morison." 

/■■?■. ■ . 

O Mary, canst thou wreck his peace, 

Wha for thy sake wad gladly die ? 
Or canst thou break that heart of his, 

Whase only faut is loving thee ? 
If love for love thou wilt na gie, - 

At least be pity to me shown ; 
A thought ungentle canna be 

The thought o' Mary Morison, 



MY DEAR SIR^ 

Xhe song prefixed is one of my juvenile 
works. I leave it in your hands. I do not think 
it very remarkable, either for its merits or de- 
merits. It is impossible (at least I feel it so in 
my stinted powers) to be always original, en- 
tertaining, and witty. 

What IB become of the Kst, &;c. of your songs ? 
I shall be out of all temper with you by-and-by. 
I have always loioked upon myself as the prince of 
indolent correspondents, and valued myself ac- 
cordingly I and I will not, cannot bear rivalship 
from you, nor any body else. 

No. 
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No. XIV. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



March, 170S. 

WANDERING WILLIE. 

Here awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 
Now tired with wandering, haud awa hame ; 

Come to m^ bosom my ae only dearie, - 
And t^n me thou bring*st me my Wilfie the 
same. 

Loud blew the cauld winter winds at our parting; 

It was nae the blast brought the tear in my e'e : 

Now welcome the 3immer, and welcome my 

Winie, 

The simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 

Ye hurricanes, rest in the cave o' your slui|ibers I 
O how your wild horrors a lov^ alarms ! 

Awaken ye breezes, row gently ye billows. 
And waft my dear laddie aotce mair to fsiy arms. 



But 



i 
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Bat if he's forgotten his faithfiillest Nanie^ 
O still flow between us, thou wide roaring main ; 

May I never see it, may I never trow it. 
But dying believe that my Willie's my ain i 



I leave it to you, my dear Sir, to determine 
whether the above, or the old Thro* the lang muir, 
^ the best. 



No. XV. 



Mr; burns to Mr. THOMSON. 

Open the door to me. Oh I 

WITH ALTERATIONS. 

Oh open the door, some pity to shew^ 

Oh, open the door to me. Oh !* 
Tho' thou hast been false, I'll ever prove true. 

Oh, open the door to me. Oh ! 

Cauld 



* Thb seoHid line was oijgiiiany, 

IfUntitnuynabtiOhl £. 
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Cauld is the blast upon my pale cheeky 

Bat caulder thy love for me. Oh ! 
The frost that freezes the life at my heart. 

Is nought to my pains frae thee. Oh ! 

*»■•■■ " * 

The wan moon is setting behind the white wave. 
And time is setting with me. Oh ! 

False friends, false love, farewell ! for mair 
I'll ne'er trouble them, nor thee. Oh ! 

She has open'd the door, she has open'd it wide ^ 
She sees his pale corse on the plain. Oh ! 

My true love she cried, and sank down by his side. 
Never to rise again. Oh ! 



I do not know whether this song be really 
mended. 



No. 
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No, XVI. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



JESSIE. 

Tune—" Bonnie Dundee." 

Xl^UE hearted wMhe> the sad swain o' the Yarrow^ 

And fair are the maids oa the banks o' the Ajrr^ 
But by the sweet side of the Nith's winding river. 

Are lovers as faithful, and maidens as fair ; 
To equd young Jessie seek Scotland all over ; 

To equal young Jessie you seek it in vain 5 
Grace, beauty, and elegance, fetter her lover. 

And maidenly modesty fixes the chain. 

O, fresh is the rose in the gay, dewy morning. 

And sweet is the lily at evening close ; 
But in the fair presence o* lovely young JESSIE, 

Unseen is the lily, unheeded the rose. 
Love sits in her smile, a wizard ensnaring. 

Enthroned in her een he delivers his law : 
And still to her charms SHE alone is a stranger ! 

Her modest demeanour's the jewel of a\ 



No. 
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No. XVII. 



Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 



Edinburgh, id AprU, 1799.' 

I WILL not recognize the titje you give 
3r>ourse)f, '< the Prince q{ indolent coftef^pondr 
eats^" but if .the adjective were taken away^ I 
think the title would then fit you exactly.. It 
gives me pleasure to find you can furnish anec- 
dotes with respect to most of the songs: these 
will be a literary curiosity. 

I now send you my list of the songs^ which I 
believe will be found nearly complete. I have 
put down the first linefihof ^U the English songs 
which I propose giving in addition to the Scotch 
verses. If any others occur to you, better 
adapted to the character of the airs, pray men- 
tion them, when you favour me with your stric- 
tures upon every thing else relating to the work. 

Pleyel has lately sent me a number of the 
songs, with his symphonies and accompaniments 

added 
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added to them. I wish you were here, that I 
might senre np some of them to yoa with your 
own verses, by way of desert after dinner. There 
is so much delightful fancy in the s3rmphonieSy 
and such a delicate simplicity in the accompa* 
niments — ^they are indeed beyond all praise. 

I am very much pleased with the several last 
productions of your muse : your Lord Gregory* 
in my estimation, is more interesting than Pe- 
ter's, beautiful as his is ! Your Here awa WiiUe 
must undergo some alterations to suit the air. 
Mr. Erskine and I have been conning it over; 
be will suggest what is necessary to make them a 
fit match.^ 



The 



* WANDERING WILLIE, 

As altered by Mr. Erskine and Mr. Thomson. 

Here awa, diere awa, wandering Willie, 

Here awa, there awa, baud awa hame ; 
Come to my bosom, my ain only dearie. 

Tell me thoa briiig'st me my Willie the same. 

Winter 
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The gentleman I have mentioned, whose fine 
taste you are no stranger to, is so well pleased 
both with the musical and poetical part of our 
work, that he has volunteered his assistance, and 
has already written four songs for it, which by 
his own desire I send for your perusal. 



Winter-winds ilew loud and caul at our parting, 
Fears for my Willie brought tears in my e*e, 

Welcome now simmer, and welcome my Willie^ 
As simmer,to nature,- so Willie to mcfl 

JS£st ye wild storms in the cave o' your slumberv. 
How your dread howling a lover alarms ! 

Blow soft ye breezes ! roll gently ye billows ! 
And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms. 

JBut oh, if he^s faithless and minds na his Nanie, 
flow still between us thou dark-heaving main ! 

May I never see it, may I nev^r trow it, 

While dying I think that my Willie's my ain. 

Our poet, with his usual judgment, adopted some of 
diese alterations, and rejected others. The last edition is 
jas follows : 

.Here awa, there awa, wandering Willie^ 
Here awa, there awa, hand awa hame ; 
Come to my bosom, my ain only dearie. 
Tell me thou bring'st me my Willie the same. 

^OL. IV. £ Wiater 
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. Winter /winds blew loud and .cauld at our parting. 
Fears for my Willie brought tears in my e'e ; 
Welcome now simmer^ and welcome my Willie, 

The simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 

• 

Resty ye wild storms, in the cave of your slumbers, 
How your dread howling a lover alarms ! 
Wauken ye breezes, row gently ye billows. 
And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms. 

But oh, if he's i^itbleM, md miods na his ^anie. 
Flow stiil betwe^ea us thou wide^rofuing mun ! 
May J Qev^r see it, may I never |row it, 
But, dying, belieye th^t my Willie's my ain« 

Several of the alterations seem to be of little importance 
in themselves, and were adopted, it may be presumed, 
for the sake of suhing the words better to the music. The 
Homeric epitbet for the sea, dark^heavin^, suggested by 
Mr. Erskine, is in itself more beautiful, as well perhaps 
as more sublime, than wide-roaritig, which he has retiiaed, 
but as it is only applicable to a placid state of the sea, or 
at most to the swell left on its surface after the storm is 
over, it gives a picture of that element not so well adapted 
to the ideas of eternal separation, which the fair mourner 
is supposed to imprecate. From the original song of Here 
azBU fVillie, Bums has borrowed nothing but the'aecond 
line and part of die first. The superior excellence of diis 
beautiful poem will, it is hoped, justify ike different edi- 
tions of it which we have given. E. 



No. 
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No. XVIII. 
Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 

When wild war*s deadly blast was hlawn. 

Air — " The mill mill O." 

When wild war's deadly blast was blawn. 

And gentle peace returning, 
Wi' mony a sweet babe fatherless. 

And mony a widow mourning:* 

I left the lines and tented field. 

Where lang I'd been a lodger. 
My humble knapsack a' my wealth, 

A poor and honest sodger. 

A leal, light heart was in my breast. 

My hand unstain'd wi' plunder : 
And for fair Scotia, hame again, 

I cheery on did wander. 

£ 2 I thought 



— f" 



* Variation^ lines 3d and 4th : 

And eyes again with pleasure beani'd^ 
That bad been blear'd with mourning. 

See No. XXIV. 
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I thought upon the banks o' Coil, 
I thought upon my Naqcy, 

I thought upon the witching smile 
That caught my youthfjil fancy. 

At length I reach'd the bonny glen. 

Where early life I sported ; 
I pass'd tb^ mill, and trysting thorn. 

Where Nancy aft I courted ; 
Wha spied I but my ain dear maid, 

Down by her mother's dwelling ! 
And turn'd me round to hide the flood 

That in my een was swelling. 

Wi' alter'd voice, quoth I, sweet lass. 

Sweet as yon hawthorn's blossom, 
O ! happy, happy may he be. 

That's dearest to thy bosom ! 
My purse is light, I've far to gang. 

And fain would be thy lodger ; 
I've serv'd my king and country lang. 

Take pity on a sod|;er. 

Sae wistfully she gaz'd on me. 
And lovelier was than ever ; 

Quo' she, a sodger ance I lo'ed. 
Forget him shall I never : 



Oi 
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Our humble cot and hamely fare. 

Ye freely shall partake it. 
That gallant badge^ the dear cockade, 

Ye're welcome for the sake o't» 



She gaz'd — she redden'd like a rose — 

Syne pale like ony lily ; 
She sank within my arms, and cried. 

Art thou my ain dear Willie ? 
By him who made yon sun and sjcy — 

By whom true love's regarded^ 
I am the man : and thus may still 

True lovers be rewarded. 



The wars are o'er, and I'm come hame. 

And find thee still true-hearted ! 
Tho^ poor in gear, we're rich in love, 

And mair we'se ne'er be parted, 
ftuo' she, my grandsire left me gowd, 

A mailen plenish'd fairly ; 
And come, my faithfu' sodger lad, 

Thou'rt welcome to it dearly. 

For gold the merchant ploughs the main, 
The farmer ploughs the manor ; 

But glory is the sodger's prize. 
The sodger's wealth is honour ; 



The 
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The brave poor sodger ne'er despise^ 
Nor count him as a stranger. 

Remember he's his country's stay. 
In day and hour of danger. 



MEG O' THE MILL. 



Air — "O BONNIE LASS WILL YOU Ll^ IN A BARRACK." 

O KEN ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten. 
An' ken ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten i 
She has gotten a coof wi' a claute o' siller, ^ 
And broken the heart o' the barley Miller. 

The Miller was strappin, the Miller was ruddy ; 
A heart like a lord, and a hue like a lady : 
The laird was a widdiefu', bleerit knurl ; 
She's left the guid-fellow and ta'en the churl. 

The Miller he hecbt her a heart leal and loiring : 
The Laird did address her wi' matter mair moving, 
^ fine pacing- horse wi' a clear chained bridle, 
A whip by her side, and a bonnie side-saddle. 

O wae 
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O wae on the $i!ler, it is sae ptfevailitig • 
And wae on the love that id fixed on amailen ! 
A tocher's nae word iii a true lover's p^rle. 
But, gie me my love, and a fig for the war! ! 



No.- XIX. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



7th April, 1793. 

Thank you, my dear Sir, for your pack- 
et. You cannot imagine how much this busi- 
ness of composing for your publication has added 
to my enjoyments. "What with my early attach- 
ment to ballads, your book, &c., ballad-making is 
now as completely my hobby-horse, as ever for- 
tification was Uncle Toby's ; so I'll e*en canter 
it away till I come to the limit of my race (God 
grant that I may take the right side of the win- 
ning post !), and then cheerfully looking back on 
the honest folks with whom I have been happy, 
I shall say or sing, " Saie merry as we a' hae been !'* 
and rdrnng my last looks to the whole human 

race. 
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race, the Isist words of the voice of Coila^ shall 
be, *' Good night and joy be wi' you a' !" So 
much for my last words : now for a few present 
remarks, as they have occurred at random on 
looking over your list. 

The fitst lines of The last time I came o'er the 
moor, and several other lines Jn it, are beautiful ; 
but in my opinion — pardon me, revered shade of 
Ramsay ! the song is unworthy of the divine air. 
I shall try to make ovmend^ Forever, Fortune, will 
thou prove, is a charming song ! but Logan bum 
and Logan braes, are sweetly susceptible of rural 
imagery : I'll try that likewise, and if I succeed, 
the other song may class among the English 
ones. I remember the two last lines of a verse 
in some of tlie old songs of Logan Water (for I 
ktiow a good many different ones) which I think 
pretty. 



« 



Now my dear lad maun face his faes. 
Far, far frae me and Logan braes." 



My Patie is a lover gay, is unequal. ^' His 

" mind 



* Bums here calls himself the Foice of Coila, in imita- 
tion oiOssian, who denominates himself the Faice of Cona. 
Sae merry n^ we a' hat keen ; and Good night and joy be 
tipik you a\ are the names of two Scottijih tunes* £• 
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*' mind is never muddy/' is a muddy expression: 
indeed. 

** Tlien rU resigti and marry Pate, 
And syne my cockernony/' — » 

This is surely far unworthy of Ramsay, or your 
book. My song. Rigs of Barley^ to the same 
tune, does not altogether please me; but if I can 
mend it, and thrash a few loose sentiments out 
of it, I will submit it to your consideration^ 
The Lass o' Patie's Mill is one of Ramsay's best 
songs; but there is one loose sentiment in it^ 
which my much-valued friend Mr. Erskine will 
take into his critical consideration. In Sir J. Sin« 
clair's Statistical volumes, are two claims, one> 
I think, from Aberdeenshire, and the other from 
Ayrshire, for the honour of this song. The fol- 
lowing anecdote, which I had from the present 
Sir William Cunningham of Robertland^ who 
had it of the late John Earl of Loudon, I can, 
on such authorities, believe. 

Allan Ramsay was residing at Loudon-castle 
with the then Earl, father to Earl John ; and one 
forenoon, riding, or walking out together, his 
Lordship and Allan passed a sweet romantic spot 
on Irvine water, still called, " Patie's Mill,^* 
where abonnielass was" tedding hay , bareheaded 
on the green.*' My Lord observed to Allan, that 

it 
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it would be a fine theme for a s<Hig. Ramsay took 
the hint, and lingering behind, he composed the 
first sketch of it, which he produced at dinner^ 

One day I heard Mary say, is a fine song ; but 
for consistency's sake alter the name '^ Adonis.'' 
Were there ever such banns published, as a pur- 
pose of marriage between Adonis and Mary ? I 
agree with you that n>y song, There^s nought hut 
care on every hand, is much superior to PoortitM 
could. The original song. The Mill mill O, though 
excellent, is, on account of delicacy, inadmissi- 
ble ; still I like the title, and think a Scottish sotig" 
Would suit the notes best; and let your chosen 
song, which is very pretty, follow, as an English 
, set. The Banks of the Dee, is, you know, literally 
JLangokey to slow tirtie. The song is well enough,^ 
but has some false imagery iii it : for instance, 

^ And sweetty the nightingale sting from the 
treer 

In the first place, the nightingale sings in a 
low bush, but never from a tree ; and in the se- 
cond place^ there never was a nightingale seen, 
or heard, on the banks of the Dee, or on the 
banks of any other river in Scotland. Exotic rural 
imagery is always comparatively flat. If I could 
hit on another stanza, equal to The small birds 
rejoice J &e., I do myself honestly avow, that I 

think 
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think it a superior song.* John Andersott ittyja^^ 
the song to this tune in Johnson's Museutti, is 
my cortiposition, and I think it not my Wotst : 
if it suit you, take it and welcome. Your col- 
lection of sentimental and pathetic songs; is, in 
my opinion, very complete; but not so your co- 
mic orte's. Where are Tidlochgorum^ Lumps o^ pad- 
diuy Tibbie Fotcler^ and several others, which, ifi 
my humble judgment, are well worthy of pre- 
servation ? There is also one sentimental song of . 
mine in the Mu&eum^ which never wa» known 
out of the immediate neighbourhood, until I 
got it taken down from a country girl's singing. 
It is called Craigieburn Wood; and in the opi- 
nion of Mr. Clarke, is one ot the sweetest Scot- 
tish songs. He is quite an enthusiast about it : 
and I would take his taste in Scottish music 
against the taste of most connoisseurs. 

You are quite right in inserting the last five in 
your list, though they are certainly Irish/ jShep- 
herds I have lost my love I h to me a heavenly 
air — whjjt woiridf ymt think oif a set of Scottish 
verses to it ? I have ttmie otit to it a good while 

ago, 

*' - ■■■' -■-' * ■•'■■■' ■-*•■«'■■ <rr n'.-tf*»-i'' 

♦ It will be found, in the course of this correspondence, 
that the Bard produced a second stanza of The Chevalier^s 
Lament, ("to which he here alludes^ worthy of the first. 

E. 
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agOy which I think ************ 
but in its original state is not quite a lady's song* 
I enclose an altered, not amended copy for you,, 
if you choose to set the tune to it, and let the 
Irish verses follow.* 

Mr. Erskine's songs are all pretty, but his 
Lone Vale is divine. 

Yours, &c. 

Let me know just how you like these random 
bints. 



^ Mr. Thomson^ it appears^ did not approve of this 
songi even in its altered state. It does not appear in die 
correspondence ; but it is probably one to be found in hir 
MSS. beginning, 

** Yestreen I g9t a pint of wine, 
A place where body saw na ; 
Yestreen lay on this breast of mine. 
The gowden locks of Anna/' 

It is highly characteristic' of our Bard, but the strain of 
■sentiment does not correspond witLthe air to which he 
proposes it should be allied. £• 



No. 
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.No. XX. 



Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS, 



Edinburgh, Jpril, 1793^ 

I REJOICE to find, my dear Sir, that 
ballad-making continues to be your hobby-horse. 
Great pity 'twould be, were it otherwise. I hope 
you will amble it away for many a year, and 
** witch the world with your horsemanship." 

I know there are a good many lively songs of 
merit that I have not put down in the list sent i 
you ; but I have them all in my eye. My Patic 
is a lover gay, though a little unequal, is a na- 
tural and very pleasing song, and I humbly think 
we ought not to displace or alter it, except the 
last st^nza.^ 

:no. 



* The original letter from Mr. Thomson contains many 
observations on the Scottish soi^s, apd on the manner of 
adapting the words to the music, which, at his desire, are 
luppressed. The subsequent letter of Mr. Boms refers to 
leveral of these observations^ .£. . 
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No. XXI. 
Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 

Jpril, 1795. 

I HAVE yours, my dear Sir, this moment. 
I shall answer it and your former letter, in my de- 
sultory way of saying whatever comes uppermost. 

The business of many of our tunes wanting, 
at the beginning, what fiddlers call a starting- 
note, is often a rub to us poor rhymers. 

** There's braw, braw lads on Yarrow braes. 
That wander thro' the blooming heather," 

you may alter to 

** Braw, braw lads on Yarrow braes. 
Ye wander, &c." 

My song. Here awa, there awa, as amended by 
Mr. Erskine, I entirely approve of, and return 
you.* 

Give 



* The reader has already seen that BuroB did not finally 
zdofi all of Mr. Erskiiie's alterationc. £. 
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Give me leave to criticise your taste in the 
only thing in which it is in my opinion reprehen- 
sible. You know I onght to know something of 
iny own trade. Of pathos, sentiment, and point, 
you are a complete judge; but there is a quality 
more necessary than either, in a song, and which 
is the very essence of a ballad, I mean simplicity: 
now, if' I mistake not, this last feature you, are 
H little apt to sacrifice to the foregoing. 

Ramsay, as every other poet, has not been al- 
ways equally happy in his pieces ; still I cannot 
approve of taking such liberties with an author as 
Mr. W. proposes doing with The last time I came 
o^er the moor. Let a poet, if he chooses, take up 
the idea of another, and work it into a piece of 
his own ; but to mangle the works of the poor 
bard, whose tuneful tongue is now mutb for ever^ 
in the dark and narrow house ; by heaven 'twould 
be sacrilege ! I grant that Mr.'W.'s version is 
an improvement ; but I know Mr. W. well, and 
esteem him much ; let him mend the song, as 
the Highlander mended his gun ; he gave it a 
new stock, a new lock, and a new barrel. 

I do not by this object to leaving out impro- 
per stanzas, where that can be done without 
spoiling the whole. One stanza in T%e Lass o* 
Patters Mill must be left out : the tong will be 
uathing worse for it. I am not sure if we can 

take 
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•take the same liberty with Com rigs are bonnie^ 
Perhaps it might want the last stanza, and be the 
better for it. Cauld kail in Aberdeen you must 
leave with me yet a while. I have vowed to 
have a song to that air, on the lady whom I at^ 
tempted to celebrate in the verses, Poortith could 
and restless love. At any rate my other song, 
Xrreen grow the rashes^ will never suit. That 
song is current in Scotland under the old title, 
and to the merry old tune of that name, which 
of course would mar the progress of your song 
to celebrity. Your book will be the standard of 
Scots songs for the future: let this idea ever 
keep your judgment on the alarm. 

I send a song, on a celebrated toast in this 
country, to suit Bonnie Dundee. I send you also 
,a ballad to the JfzY/ 7w/// O.* 



^ ' 



The last time I came o^ef the modri I wotild*' 
iain attempt to make a Scots song for, and let 
ilamsay's be the English set. You shall hear 
irom me soon. When you go to London on this 
business, can you come by Dumfries ? I have still 
several MSB. Scots airs by me which I have pickt 

-up, 



*. The song to the tune of Bonnie Dundee, is that in No. 
.XVI. The ballad to the Mill mill O is that beginning,^ 
<< When wild war's deadly bksts are blawn/' E. 
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up, mostly from the singing of countn^ jasses^ 
They please me vastly ; but your learned lugs^ 
would perhaps be displeased with the very fea- 
turefor which I like them. I. call them siii- 
pie ; ybu would pronounce therft silly. Do you 
know a fine air called Jackie Hume's Lament? 
I hiive a doiig of considerable merit {tl that air. 
I'll enclose you both the song and tune^'^'as I 
had tiiiem xeady to send to Jc^nson^s Museum.f 
I send you likewise, to me, a^beautiful U|0e air, 
which I'hail takih down from vix^ voce.X 

* .A* Adieu ^ 



^ ^ qjp ; 

♦ EiTi. E. 

^ The song here mentioned is that py6D in So. X TiIL 
ken ye tf^hat Meg o' the mill has gotten? ^ 1^ song 19 
j^<i aiir«ly Mr. Burns's own writing^= jdibiigh he does not ge- . 
* , . nerally praise his own songs so mu^ ^s^ ^, 

^ ^ NSb by Mr. Thf$mfL 

i» - -^ . 

. j: The dk* here masoned is that for which he n|bte ^ 
^IfiUad ot Bonnie Jeim, to be found p^9. K* 



■».. •-■■• 
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..*• 



1 



66 

5t 






No. XXII. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



"* 4prt7, 179S. 

MT DEAR SIR, 

I HAD scarcely put my last letter into 
the post, office, when I took up the subject of 
The last time I came o'er the Thoor, and, ere I 
slept, drew the ou^ines of the foregoing.* 
How far I have succeeded, I leave on this, as 
on every -other occasion, to you to decide. . I 

^ own my v^ty is flattered, when you give my 
songs a place in your elegant and superb work ; 
but,j;o be of ser^ce to the work is my first wish. 
As I Jh^ve often told you, I do not in a single 
instance wish you, out of compliment to me, ,., 

^. to insert any thing of mine. One hint let me. ' 
give you — whatever Mr. Pleyel does, let him 
not alter one lofa of the original Scottish airs : 
I mefvi in the song department^ but let our 
national music, preserve its native features; , 
They are, I owii, frequently wild and irreduci- 
ble to the more. modem rules ; but on that very 
eccentricity, perhaps, depends a great part of 
their effect. 

* The song alluded tolMe will be found ia a tuMor, 
cpient part of this volume. *' ^* . 
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No. xxiir. 



Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 



Edinburgh, 9l^h Jprti, 179S. 

I HEARTILY thank yon, my dear Sir, 
for your last two letters, and the songs which 
accompanied them. I am always both instnict- 
ed and entertained by your observations; and 
the frankness « with. which you speak outpour 

' mind, is to me highly agreeable. It is very 
possible I may not have the true idea of simpli- 
city in composition^ I confess theM are several 
songs, of Allan Ramsay's for example^ that I 
think silly enough, which another persouj, more 
conversant than I have been with country pe<m 
pie, would perhaps call simple and natural. 
But the lowest scenes of simple nature will not 
please generally, if copied precisely at they 
are. The poet, like the paiqter, must select 
what will form an agreeable as well as a natural 
picture. On this subject it were easy to en- 
large ; but, at present, suffice it to say, that I 
consider simplicity^ rightly understood, as a 
most essential quality in composition, and the 

'^ground-work of beauty in all the arts. I will 
gladly appropriate your most interesting new 
^ f4 ballad 
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ballad,^fFii^i t^/W war's deadly blast, Xc. to the 

Mill mill O, as well as the two other songs to 

their respective airs; but the third and fourth 

lines of the first verse must undergo some little 

alteration in order to suit the music. Pleyiel 

does not alter^ single note of the songs. That 

would be absurd indeei ! With the a^rs wbjfh 

^ he ifttrodoces into the sonatas^ I allow him to 

>, take such libertws as he pleases ; but that has 

^ AOJliing.to do with t\m songs. 



■I 



I 



^ P. S. I ^h you would do as you proposed 
with your B^s of Barky, If the loose senti* 
menl§i^re threshed out of it^ I will find an air 

"^or it ; but as to this there is no hurry. 
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Mr. burns to Mr. THpMSON* 



■y 



^. Jime, 17M. . 

When I tell you^ my dear Sir> that a 
friend of mine» in whom I am much interested, 
has fallen a sacrifice to these accursed times, 
i^ott will easily allow that it might imhinge mf ^* 
for doiiog any good among ballads. My own . 
Ji htt^ as to pecuniary matters, is trifling ; bat the 
total min of a much-loved friend, is a loss in- 
deed. Pardon my seeming inattention to your 
last commands. ^^ 

^ I cannot alter the disputed lines in the Mill^ 
mill O.* What you think a defect^ I esteem 
as a positive beauty ; so you see how doctors ^' 

differ. 



I' 



* The lines were the third and fourth. See p. 50. 

" Wi' mony a sweet babe fatherless, 
And mony a widow moaming.'' 

As our pott had maintained a long aiknce, and the fint 

nunber 
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differ. I shall now^ with as loiach alacrity as I 
caa muster^ go on with your commands. 

You know Frazer, the hauthoy^player in 

Edinburgh — -li^ is^ heif^ instructrng a'bahd of 

music for a fencibie corps quartered in this coun« 

try. Among many of hisliirs that please me^ 

there is one. well known as a reel by the name 

ot'TJie Quaker's Wife; and which I remeqA)er a 

grand aunt of mine used to sing, by the natne 

of Liggeram Cosh, my bonnie wee lass. Mr. 

Frazer plays it slow, and with an expressioa 

that quite charms me. I became such an en-5 

thusiast about it, that I made a song for it, 

which I here subjoin ; and enclose Frazer's set 

of the tune. If they hit your fancy, they are 

at your service ; if not, return me the tune, and 

I will put it in Johnson's Museam. I think the^ 

song is not in my worst manner. 

Tune 



number of Mr. Thomson's Musical Work was in the press,' 
this gentleman ventured, by Mr. Erskine's advice, to 8ub« 
•litute for them in that publication, 

** And eyes again with pleasure beam'd 
That had been blear'd with mourning." 

Though better suited to the muuc,. these lines are inferior 
to the original. This is the only alteration adopted by Mr. 
Thdnuion,. which Barns did not approve^ or at least assent 
to*'.. . E. 
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Tttwe— " LiGGERAM Cosh/' 

It 



BLiTHShae I been on yon hill> 

As the lambs before me ; 
Careless ilka thought and fr0e> 

As the breeze &eW o*er me : 
Now nae longer sport and play^ 

Mirth or sang can please me ^ 
Lesley is sae fair and coy, ' 

Care and anguish seize me. 

Heavy, heavy^ is ttft task. 

Hopeless love declaring ; 
Trembling, I dow nocht hut glow'r* 
V Sighing, dumb, despairing ! 
If she winna ease the thrawft 

In my bosom swelling ; 
Underneath the grass-green sod. 

Soon maun be my dwelling. 



"ii 



y 



Vj 



I should wish to hear how this pleaseii.you* 
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Mr. burns to Mr. THOB^ON. 



• %Bth June, 1793. 

Have you ever, toy dear Sir, felt your 
bosom ready to burst with indignation on read- 
ing of those mighty villains who divide ftng- 

^ dom against kingdom ; desolate provinces^ and 
lay nations waste, out of the wantonness of am* 
bition, or often from 'still more ignoble pas* 
sions ? In a mo6d of this kind to-day, I recol- 
lected tb^ ait of Logan Waters and it occurred 
to me that its querulous melody probably hSd its 
origin from the plaintive indignation of some 
swelling, suffering heairt, fired at the tyrannic 
strides of some public destfoyer; afad over- 
whelmed with private distress, the consequence 
of a country*s ruin. If I have done any thing 

j^st all like justice to my feelings, the following 
Btmg$ composed in three-quarters of an hour's 
meditation in my elbow chair, ought to'hkve 
some merit. 



Tune 



^ 



^ 






<} 



7» 






^•■ 






!!» 



t - 



Tune—**lLoQ^T<i Water. 
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O LOGAN^ sweefly didst f^ou glide^ ^> ^ .i^ 
That day I was my Willie's bride; 3^ 

And y^s sinsyne hae o'er us run^ Mk 

Like iJbgan to the simiaer sun. 
But now thy flow'ry banks appear 
C.ike drumlie winter^ dark and drear, p vf. ' 
Whilc^my dear ladi maun face his faes, r,*^ 

Far, far frae me and Logan braes. 

'urn* '■ *. 

r J ■ ■# ■» , ■ 

Again the ifaerry month o' May 
Has made our hills and valleys gay ; 
The birds rejoice in leafy bowers, * 

The bees hum round the breathing flowers : 
Blithe, morning lifts his rosy eye, *$br 

^> And evening's tears are tear^ of joy : 
My soul, delightless, a' surveys. 
While Willie's far frae Logan braes. 

Within yon i!nilk-white hawthorn bush, 

Amaiig her nestlings sits the thrush ; 

Her faithfu' mate will share her toil. 

Or wi' his song her cares beguile : 

But I wi' my sweet nurslings here, ,. . 

Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer, "^'^.* 

Pass widow'd nights, and joyless days, ^ '' 

While Willie's &r frae Logan braes. 

'f' •■ O wae 
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^O wae upon ]rou> men o* state^ 
iThat brethren rouse to dogdly hate ! 
jl^ , As ye make mony a fond leart mourn, 
'> Sae may it on your heads setum ! 
"^ How can your flinty hearts enjoy 
j ^ The widow's tears^ the orphan's cry ?* 
ifjf But soon may peace bring happy days. 

And Willie, hame to Logan braes I 



ti 



Do you know the following beautiful little 
fragment in Witherspoon's collection of Scots 
songs ? 



** 



*« HuGHi£ Graham.'^ 



.V. 



€€ 



/-i*. 



O gin my love were yon red rose. 
That grows upon the castle wa'. 

And I mysel* a drap o' dew. 
Into her bonnie breast to fa' 1 



Oh, 



mi 



I- A 



• Originally, 
« Ye mind na, 'mid your cruel joys. 
The widow's tears, the orphan's dies." E. 



•.v^ 
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V Oh, there beyond expression blest> 
I'd feaist on beauty a' the night : 
Seal'd on her silk-saft faulds to rest^ 
Till &efd awa by Phcebus' light.*' 

This. thought is inexpressibly beautiful^ and 
quite, so' far as I know, original. It is too short 
for a song, else I would forswear you altogether 
unless you gave it a place. I have often tried 
to eke a stanza to it, but m vain. After ba* 
lancing myself for a musing five minutes, on the 
hind-legs of my elbow-chair, I produced the 
following. 

The verses are far inferior to the foregoing, I ' 
frankly confess; but if worthy of insertion at all> 
they might be first in place ; as every poet, who 
knows any thing of his trade, will husband his 
best thoughts for a concluding stroke. 

O were my love yon lilac fair, 

Wi' purple blossoms to the spring ^ 

And I, a bird to shelter there. 
When wearied on my little wing : 

How I wad mourn, when it was torn 
By autumn wild, and winter rude ! 

But I wad sing on wanton wing. 
When youthfu' May its bloom renewM. 



No, 
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^^ No. XXVI. 



^ Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 



I AM extremely sorry, my good Sir, 
that any thing should happen to unhinge you. 
The times are terribly out of tune ; and when 
harmony urill be restored. Heaven knows. 

The first book of songs, just published^ will 
be dispatched to you along with this. Let me 
be favoured with your opinion of it frankly and 
ftocly. 

I shall certainly give a place to the song you 
have written for the Quaker^s Wife; it is quite 
enchanting. Pray will you return the list of 
songs with such airs added to it as you think 
ought to. be included. The business now rests 
entirely on myself, the gentlemen who originally 

agreed 
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agreed to join the speculation having requested 
to be off. No matter, a loser I cannot be. The 
superior excellence of the work will create a ge- -^ 
neral demand for it as soon as it is properly 

known. And were the sale even slower than ifc 

'I 

promises to be^ I should be somewhat compen- 
sated for my labour, by the pleasure I sl^aU re- 
ceive from' the music. I cannot express hour^ 
much I am obliged to you for the exquisite new 
songs you are sending me; but thanks^ my 
friend, are a poor return for what you have^ 
done: as' I shall be benefited by the publica- 
ll^tion, you must suffer me to enclose a small ^ 
mark of my gratitude,^ and to repeat it after- 
wards when I find it convenient. Do not re- 
turn it, for, by Heaven, if you do, our cor- 
respondence is at an end : and though this 
would be no loss to you, it would mar the pub^ 
lication, which under your auspices cannot frdf 
to be respectable and interesting. *^ 
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Wednesday Morning. 



*; 



I THANK you for your delicate additional 
venes to the old fragment^ and for your excel* 
lent song to Logan Water : Thomson's truly 

"% f^legant one will follow for the English singer. 

. ' Your apostrophe to statesmen is admirable ; but 
1 am not sure if it is quite suitable to the sup- 

^ jposed gentle character of the fair mourner who 

speaks it 
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Mr. burns to Mr- THOMSON. 



July 2d, 1793. 
MY DEAR SIR, 



i^ 



I HAV£ just finished the following bal- 
lad, and, as I do think it in my best style, Isend 
it you. Mr. Clarke, who wrote down the air 
from Mrs. Burns's zvood-note wild, is very, fond 
of it, and has given it a celebrity by teaching it 
to some young ladies of the first fashion here. 
If you do not like the air enough to give it a 
place in your collection, please return iU Tlm^ 
song you may keep, as I remember it. 



4. 



V .. •!?•• Si- 



* 



There was a lass, and she was fair. 
At kirk and market to be seen. 

When a' the fairest maids were met. 
The fairest maid was bonnie Jean. 



And 



r. 
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And ay she wrought her mammie's wark^ 
Aqd ay she sang sae merrilie : 
. The blithest bird upon the bush 

'^ Had ne'er a lighter heart thaa she. 



f^ 



%f- But hawks will rob the tender joys 

That bless the little lintwhite's nest ; 
And frost will blight the fairest flowers^ 
And love will break the soundest rest. 

Young Robie was the brawest lad. 
The flower and pride o^ a' the glen ; 

And he had owsen, sheep, and kye. 
And wanton najgies nine or ten. 

H^gaied wi' Jeanie to the tryste. 

He danc'd wi' Jeanie on the down ; 
And lang ere witless Jeanie wist, 
^ c^^ . Hlr heart was tint, her peace was stowo. 

As in the TOSom o' the stream, v 

The moon-beam dwells at dewy e*en ; 
So treinbling, pure, was tender love 
j^> Within the breast o' bonnie Jean.^ 



> 



And y-^ 

4: 



^PWP^ 



^ , * In j|K«rigiiial MS our Poet asks Mr. Thonuoa if 
^ '^this^pana is no! onginal? E. 
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And now sj^nvorks her mammie's wark» 

And ay she sighs wi' care and'f^ain ; 
Yet wist na what fier ail might he. 

Or what wad mak her weel again. ^ 

f 

But did na Jeanie's heart loup light. 

And did na joy blink in hpr e'e, ,^ . '^ jftt 

As Robie tauld a tale o* love ^ 

Ae e'enin on the lily lea ? "** '4^. 



*, 



The sun was sinking in the west. 
The birds sang sweet in ilka gi^iWs *' 

His cheek to hers he fondly prest. 
And whispered thus^is tale o' love : ^. - 

O Jeanie fair, I lo'e thee dear ; 
. O canst thou think to fancy me; ^ 

Or wilt thou lea^e thy mammie's cot^ 
And learn to tent tl^ farms wi' we ? ^ 

At barn or byre thou shalt na drudge. 

Or naething else to trouble thee; 
But stray amang the heather-bells, ^ 

And tent the waviSoTg corn wi' me* 






<* 






Now what could artless Jeanie do ? 

She had nae will to say him na : 
At length tihe blush'd a sweet' consent^ 

And love was ay between them twa. 

vol: IV. 6 I hav« *^- 
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* 1 have some thoughts "^of^Sserting in your 
index^ o^in my notes, the names of the fair 
oneSj the thenies of my^songs. I do not mean 

J^e mttne at full ; but dashes or Usteriims, so as 
ngenuity may find them out. ^ 



.i, 

-ft 



jA| •^ ^. The heroine of the foregoing is Miss M., 
daughter to Mr. M. of D-, one of your sub. 



r 



4nk1tl^ribers. ""^ I have not painted her in the -rank 



%*' ^hich she holds in life, but in the dress and 



clutracter of a cottager. 
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4; Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 

f 

V **I ASSURE you, my dear Sir, that you 

truly hurt me with your pecnArary parcel. It 

degrades me in 'my ovm eyes. However, to re- 

' tu^ it would savotir of affectation ; but as to 

^ any more traffic of thiijE debtor and creditor kind^ 

I swear by that HONOUR which crowns the up- 

Nsright statue of ROBERT BtJllNS's INTEGRITY — 

on the least^mc^ion of it, I will indignantly 

"*. spum tISe by -past tr£tosaction,^^prfid frbtn that 

moment commence^ entire strmg^r to you! 

<|fBuRNS's character'^lor generosity of sentiment 

'^ and 



4t 
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and independence of mind^ will, I trust, long -^ 
outlive any of his wants which the cold unfeeU 
ing ore c^n supply : at least, I will take care ^ 
that suchla. character he shall deserve. v 

J hank you for my. copy of your publication. . ff, 
'€t did my eyes behold, in any mysical work, 
such elegance and correctness. Your preface, 
too, is admirably written ; only your partiality * \ 
to me has made you say too much : however, ii ^ 
will bind me down to douhje every effort in tik ^ 
future'progress of the work. The following are ^ ^ 
a few remarks on the songs in the list you seiyt ^ 
me. I never copy what I write to you, so I may 
be often tautological, or perhaps contradictory. ^ 






f 
h 



"% ^^ 



TTie Flowers of the Forest is charming w a 
oem, and should be, and must be, set to the 
notes ; but, though out' of your rule, the three 
^ stanza%\beginning, '' '*''' 

*^** I hae seen the smiling o' fortune beguiling,'* ^ > 

%^worthy of a place, were it but to immortanl^ft 
the author of them, who is an old lady of Vftf^ ^% 
acquaintance, and at this moment living in ^ 
Edinburgh. She is a Mrs. Cockburn ;&forget 

jnf what place ; but from Roxburghshire^*-What #^^ . 

M^j^arming apostrophe is i^. 

""O fickle fortune,' why this ^ruel sporting, 
** Why, why torment i^jjr'^poor sans of a day 7" 

g:% ^ . The 

I ^ M 
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**"*^ The old ballad, / wish I were where Helen Ue^y 
is silly to contemptibility.^ My alteration of it 
in Johnson's is not much better. Mr. Pinkerton, 
in his^ what he calls, ancient ballads (many of 
them notorious, though beautiful enough forge- 
ries) has the best set. It is full of his own ipter- 
polatious, but no matter. 



% 



.^'•. u 



In my next I will suggest to your considera^ 

tion a few songs which may have escaped your 

.^ hurried notice. In the mean time, allow me to 

\ ' congratulate you now, as a brother of the quill. . 

'■" You have committed your <*^aracter and fame; 

which will now be tried, for ages to come, by 

■\: the illustrious jury of the Sons and DAUGHTERS 

of Taste — aJl whom poesy can please, or music 

charm. ^ 

Being a bard of nature, I have some preten* 

sions to second sight ; and I am warriiypted by 

fl ^ the spirit to foretel and affirm, that your grea|r 



/■.- 



t> ^ . . . -^ : 

j^ * There is a copy of this ballad givea in the acconnt^oft ' 
w the Parish of Eirkpatrick-Fleeining (which contiuiii^«tte 

tomb of fur Helen Irvine), in the Statistics of Sir Jtdin 
Sinclair, vol. xiu. p. 275^ to which this character is oer- 
tainlj not applicable. ' , E. 



85 

it- 
i;raDd*child will hold up your volumes^ and say '^ 

with honest pride, '^ This so much a^ired se- 

** lection was the work of my ahcestor." '** 9^ 
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HOMfiPN to Mr. BURN^. 



I 



^Edinburgh, 1st Jugust, 1793. t|I ^ 
DEAR SIRi. i^^t ' "i:^ ,; .^ 

" 1 HAD the pleasui^of receiving your 
last two letters, and am hapfjy to find you are 
quite pleased with the appearance^f the first 
book. When you come to hear the ^ongs sung. .^^ ^tk^ 
and aQcompaniedy you will be charmed with "^ -^ 
^them.'^ 

^ T/te bomie brucket Lassie j certainly deserves ll^ 

better verSes, and I hope you will match her.* { " 
•z- -. Cauld Kail in Aberdeen — Let me in^piis ae night, 
'. aud seiperal of the livelier airs, wait the muse's 
_^V<disure: these are peculiarly worthy of her choice 
gifts : besides^ you'll natice, that in airs of this ; 

^'^^•^ sort. 









sorif^ the singer can always do greater jastioe to 

^^^ the ^oet^yihan in the slower airs of The Bush 

^^.,ty ab^n Traquaify Lord Gregory, and the like; 

"W^ for in the manner the latter were frequently sung, 

^ yoa must be contented with the soun^ without 

fl|bsense. IndeeS both t\ie airs jmd words are 

Si^uised bjntt|^e very slow^ lang^^ psalm-singi 

9f ing stylMi^vi^ibh they are too^ olflen "f^rdsimed : 

^J^, thef. Io9|ej^imatipn and expression altogether, 

"^4 %nd insteab of speaking to the mind, or touch- 

i||l^r ' ing the heart, they cloy upon the ear, and set 

* *^» us a yawning ! . r j^ i J 

Yout ballad. There was a lass and she jsoas fair, 
i|k is simple and beautifulj and shall undoubtedly 
gffiraqe my coUection. 
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%R. BURNS to Mr. THOMSON. « 

; "^ August, 1798- 

MY DEAR THOMSON, ^^ ,^ 

I HOLD the pea .for our friend Clarke, 
who atjpresent is stiidyiu^ music of the^heres 






«t mj elbow. The Georgium Sidus he thinka is 
lather out of tune ; so until be reotify that mat- 
tier* he cannot stoop to terrestrial affairs. 






He,s^s you six of the Rondeau subjects* 
and if miMre are wanted* he says you shall have 
them. 



Cfi^onnd your long stairs ! 



S. CLARKE. ^*, 



% 
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V *Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. * 

Augua, 1793. 

T'^ Your, objection, my dear Sir, to the 
pasrages ift^my song of Logan Watert is right in 
one instance} but it is difficult to mend it : if I^ 
can I will. The 'Other passage you object to 
does not appear in the same light to me. 

J^ ^Ihave 



* •^ 1 



* I have tried my hand on Robin Adair ^ and you 
"wiU probably think, with little success ^ but it if 
.such a cursedj cramp, out-of-the way measurci 
'that I despair of doing any thing better to it. 4^ 



r* r 



^u 
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PHILLIS THE FAIR. 



Tune—'' Robin Adair." 



Whu^ larks with little wing, 

Fahn'd the pure air, * ^ 

Tasting the brel^png spring. 
Forth I did fare ^ 

Gay the sun*s golden eye, ^ 

Peeped o*er the mountains high ; *!* 

Such thy mom ! did I cry, 
Phillis the &ir. 

In each bird's careless song, ^^ 

Glad did I share ; ? ^ 

< 

While yon wild flijwers^ among. 

Chance led me there :^' ■ . h^ 

Sweet to the opening day, j f^:[ 

Rosebuds bent the dewy spray; 

Such thy bloom! did I say, 
Phillis the fair. 



Down 




■* p* J 






Down in a shady walk. 

Doves cooing were J ' 
1 mark'd the cruel hawk 

Caught in a snare j 
So kind may fortune be. 
Such make his destiny, 
He who would injure thee, 
Phillis the &tr. ' t^ 






3^ 



So much for namby-pamby. I may, after^ 
all, try my hand on it in Scots verse. There I 



'-' .^*-^ 



always 6nd myself most at home. ' vjf , 

I have just put the last hand to the song I ^i J^' 

ntisont fnr /7/1m/W JTnil in Ahfif/lfim If if cniits irnii ^ ^ W 

if 



meant for Cauld Kail in Aberdeen. If it suits you - * Vi 
to insert it, I shall be pleased, as the heroine is & ' I 

a favourite of mine } if not, I shall also be pleased uS^t 
because I wish, and will be glad, to see yon act'^'*' 
decidedly on the business.* 'Tis a tribute as a 
man of taste, and as an editor, which you owe 
yourself. 



No. 



A 



* The song herewith sent, is diat ia p. 89 <tf diif 
rolume. £• 4 
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** Jlf^ No. XXXII. 
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i ^ Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 

I" ? ^ ^ *^" 

^- ^ t '^ ^0 August, 1793. 

n^ ' MY GOOD SIR, .<, 

&.i I CONSIDER it one of the most agree- 

I ^ al>le circumstances attending this publication of 
^ hMne, that it has procured me so many bf your 
:"' iq.uch valued epistles. Pray make my acknow- 

JBedgments to St. Stephen for the tunes : tell him 
•^ >mI admit the justness of his complaint on my stair* 
% ' case^ conveyed in his laconic postscript to your 
jeu d* esprit, which I perused more than once, 
witKout discovering exactly whether your dis- 
cussion w&s music, astronomy, or politics t 
▼though a sagacious friend, acquainted with the 
convivial hjetbits of the poet and the musician, 
r ,. ojBfered me a bet of two to one, you were just 
* ^ drowning care together; that an empty bowl 
WAS the only thing that would deeply afic^t you, . 
and the only matter you could then'' study how 
^ to remedy ! 

■ 

^•; I shall be glad to see you give Robin Adair a 

}.4^ Scottish 
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^Scottish dress. Peter is furnishing him with an 
English suit for a change, and you are w^l 
matched together. Robin's air is ... excellent, 
though he certainly has an out-of-the-way mea- 
sure as ever poor Parnassian wight was plagfied 
with. I wish you would invoke the muse for; a 
single elegant stanza to be substituted for the 
concluding objectionable verses of Doion the 
Bum Davie J so that this most exquisite song may 
no longer be excluded from good company. 

Mr. Allan has made an inimitable drawing 
from your John Anderson my Jo, which I am to 
have engraved as a frontispiece to the humorous 
class of songs ; you will be quite charmed with 
it I promise you. The old couple are seated by 
the fireside. Mrs. Anderson in great good humouc^ 
is clapping John's shoulders, while he smiles and 
looks at her with such glee, as to shew that he 
fully recollects the pleasant days and nights when 
they were first acguent. The drawing would do 
honour to the pencil of Teniers. 
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No. XXXIII. 

r 

; Mb. burns to Mr, THOMSON. 

> ■ 

August f 1793. 

1 HAT crinkum-crankum tune, £(>6in 
Adair, has run so in my head* and I succeeded 
80 ill in my last attempt^ that I have ventured 
in this morning's wralk, one essay more. You^ 
my dear Sir, wiU remember an unfortunate part 
of oor wrorthy friend C's story, which happened 
about three years ago. That struck my fancy, and 
I endeavoured to do the idea justice as follows : 



T- 



SONG. . 

Ph Kf Had I a cave on some wild, distant shore. 

Where the winds howl to the waves' dashing roar: 
There would I weep my woes> 
^ ^ There seek my lost repose, *■ 

f*^*'m Till grief my eyes should close^ % 

' Ne'er to wake more. 

Falsest 






i 
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Falsest of womankind^ canst thou declare. 
All thy fond-plighted vows — ^fleeting as air ! 

To thy new lover hie. 

Laugh o*er thy perjury. 

Then in thy bosom try. 
What peace is there ! 



jp. 



/-fl 



^>^ 



6 






1* A. 

By the way, I have met with a musical High- ^^ 
lander in Breadalbane^s Fencibles, which are * 
quartered here, who assures me that he well re- 
members his mother's singing Gaelic songs to 
both Robin Adair and Gramachree. They cer- 
tainjy have more of the Scotch than Irish taste 
in them. 

This man comes from the vicinity of Inver*- 
ness : so it could not be any intercourse with | 

Ireland that could bring them ;-— except, what 
I shrewdly suspect to be the case, the wandering^;- 
minstrels, harpers, and pipers, used to ^o fre- 
quently errant through the wilds both of Scot- ^ 
land and Ireland, and so some favourite airs might 
be common to both. A case in point — They 
liave lately, in Ireland, published an Irish air, 
as they say, called Caun du delish. The (iskct is, . 
in a publication of Corri's, a great white ago^ 



•* 






If * f 



* . 5^ *w w^ 

r yopi^will 'find the same air/ called a Highland 
one, with a Oadic abng set to it. Its name there^ 

''4. ' 

I think, is Oran GaoUl and a fine air it is. Do 
ask . honest Allan, or the Rev. Gaelic Parson, 
g^ about these matters. 

♦ 4. No. XXXIV. ^ 
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MY DEAR SIR, 

Z/Ey Twe in this ae night, I will irecon- 
^ sider. I am glad that you a^e pleased with my 
song. Had I a cave, &c., as I liked it myself. 



m 



I walked out yesterday evening with a volume 

;;>lD^ the Museum in my hand, when, turning up 

jiUan Water, *^ What numbers shall the muse 

tk ^^ repeat," &c., as the words appeared to me rather 

unworthy of so fine an air, and recollecting that 

^ it is on your list, I sat and raved under the shade 

<of an old thorn, till I wrote one to suit the mea-,. g| 

j-«upe. I may be wrong; but I think it not iH ▼ 

'//my worst style. You must know^ that iji Ramr Vg 

*^' M ^ say's 

* - • >a 



be modem noinir first in. ^1 



wliene 



( 



pear^, the axiaent name of the tune, Allan saysj J||L^ 
is Allan WM&t^ or My lote Annie's \)efy hmmie.^k 
This last has certainly been a litie of the origiH^jL /9V 
song; so Igjpok up the idea, aqj^ as you wiUjWr . 
see, have intF0duced thie line in its place, which #L|* 
? I presume it formerly occupied; though I like- t 
wise give you a chming line, if it shouM not hitf 
the cut of your fancy. , ^ V-^ 

By Allan-stream I chancM to rove, Ift^ 

While Phoebus sank beyond Benleddi jV, " 
The winds were whispering thrd' the grov^^jj^ 

The yellow com was waving ready : 
I Hsten'd to a lover's sang, ^ ^t^ 

A^d^thought opityouthfu' pleasures mdny ; 
And by the wikl-#ood echoes rang-^ 

O dearly do I love thee, Annie If 

O happy be the woodbine bower, 

Nae nightly bogle make it eerie; 
Nor ever sorrow stain the hour. 

The place and time I met my dearie ! 

— »— I I ■ ■ ■ I » — i»^— ■! ■ 

I 

mountain west of Strath«Allan, 3.(K)9 feet hidi* flf 

R.B. \7 t 

f Oo ' O m; love Annie's j^ l)onnie/ R. B. Ife^ 

" K ^ ^ ^» 








Her head upon my throbbiDg breast, 
Jjj^ She^ sinkiog said^ ^^ I'm thi&e for evtltV* 
^^^ While mony a kilSs the seal imprest^ 
I "^jtjf^^ ' The sacred vow, we ne*er should sever. 

eThe haunt o' spring's the primrose brae» 
The simmer joys the flocks to follow ; 0. 

* How cheery thro' her shortening day» 
iFautumUjIn her weeds o* yellow ! 
But can they Welt the glowing heart. 
Or chain the soul in speechless pleasure^ 
1^ Or thro' each nerve the rapture dart, jf' 

^p^ Like meeting her, our bosom's treasure ? 

■Bravo ! say I : it is a good song. Should you 
^ink so too (not else), you can set the music to 
Ikfi^^and let the other follow as English verses. 

i Autumn is my propitious season. I make 
more verses in it than all the yciar else. 

God bless you t 



i O 
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m. XXXV. ^ , ; 

Mb. burns io Mr. THOMSON. .», . - 

Jugust, 1793. g; 

Is Whistle J and Fll come to you^ my lad, w 
one of your airs ? I admire it much ; and yester- iB 

day I set the following verses to it. tTrbani, -> . 
whom I have met with here, begged them of me, 
as he admires the air much ; but as I understand ^ ' 
that he looks with rather an evil eye on your */ 
work, I did not choose to comply. However, >f '^ 
the song does not suit your taste, I may possibly 
send it him. The set of tlie air which I ha(jL9i j^-f^. 
xny eye is in Johnson's Museum. ;-' 



O WHISTLE, and I'll come to you, my lad,* 
O whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad : 

Tho' 






* la some of the MSS the four first lines run thus: 
O whistle^ and I'll come to thee, my jo, 
O whistle, and I'll come to thee, my jo; 
Tho' father and mother and a' should say no, 
^^ O whistle, and Fll come to thee, my jo. E. 

Jim 

See also page 237' 

VOL. IV. H lk 
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Tho' father and miUier and a' should gae mad, 
O whistle^ and I'll come to you, my lad. 

But warily tent> when you come to court me» 
And come na unless the hack-yett he a-jee ; 
Syne up the l^ack-stile and let nae hody see» 
And come as ye were na comin to me. 
'And come^ &c. 
OzvhistlCy 8(c. 

At kirkj or at market^ whene'er ye meet me. 
Gang by me as tho' that ye car'd na a flie ; 
But steal me a blink o' your bonnie black e'e^ 
Yet look as ye were na lookin at me. 
Yet laok^ &c. 

O whistle, SXc* 

Ay vow and protest that ye care na for me. 
And whyles ye may lightly my beauty a wee ; 
But court nae anither, tho' jokin ye be. 
For fear that she wyle your fancy frae me. 
Tor fear, &c. 

Owhistky SHc. 



Another favourite air of mine is The muckin o' 
Geordie's Byre; when sung slow with expression, 
I have wished that it had had better poetry: 
that I have endeavoured to supply as follows : 

Adbwn 
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Adown winding Nith I did wander. 
To mark the sweet flowers as they spring i 

Adown winding Nith I did wander^ 
Of Phillis to muse and to sing. 

CHORUS. 

Awa tvV your belles and your beauties , 

They never wV her can compare : 
Whoever has met wV my Phillis, 

Has met w€ the queen o' the fair. 

The daisy amus'd my fond fancy. 

So artless, so simple, so wild ; 
Thou emblem, said I, o' my Phillis ! 

For she is simplicity's child. 
Awa, Mc. 

The rose-bud's the blush o' my charmer^ 
Her sweet balmy lip when 'tis prest : 

How fair and how pure is the lily. 
But fairer and purer her breast. 
Awa, JTc. 

Yon knot of gay flowers in the arbour. 
They ne'er wi' my Phillis can vie : 

Her breath is the breath o' the woodbine. 
Its dew-drop o' diamond, her eye. 
Awa, 8(c. 

hS Her 
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Her voice 19 the song of the morning 
That wakes thro' the green-spreading grove 

When Phoebos peeps over the mountains^ 
On music, and pleasure, and love, 
Awa^ 8Cc. 

But beauty how frail and how fleeting. 
The bloom of a fine summer's day ! 

While worth in the mind o' my Phillis 
Will flourish without a decay.* 

Awa, SHc. 



9 



Mr* Clarke begs you to give Miss Phillis a 
corner in your book, as she is a particular flame 
of his. She is a Miss P. M., sister to Bonnie Jeaft. 
They are both pupils of his. You shall hear 
from me the very first grist I get from my Irbyiti- 
ing mill. 



No. 



* This song, certainly beautifiil| would appear to more 
advantage without the chorus; as is indeed the case witb 
several other songs of our author. E. 
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No. XXXVI, 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



August f 1793. 

That tune, Cauld Kail, is such a fa- 
vourite of yours, that I once more roved out 
yesterday for a gloamin-shot at the muses; * when 
the muse that presides o'er the shores of Nitb, 
or rather my old inspiring dearest nymph, Coila, 
whispered me the following. I have two reasons 
for thinking that it was my early, sweet simple 
inspirer that was by my elbow, ^* smooth gliding 
"without step," and pouring the song on my 
glowing fancy. In the first place, since I left 
Coila's native haunts, not a fragment of a poet 
has arisen to cheer her solitary musings, by catch- 
ing inspiration from her ; so I more than suspect 
that She has followed me hither, or at least makes 
me occasional visits: secondly, the last stanza 

of 



* Gloamin — twilight, probably from glooming. A 
beautiful poetical word which ought to be adopted in Eng- 
land. A gloamin-shot, a twilight interview. E. 



IM 

of this song I send you, is the very words that 
Coila taught me many years ago, and which I 
set to an old Scots reel in Johnson's Museum. 



Jir^^< Cauld Kail. 



» 



Come, let me take thee to my breast. 

And pledge we ne'er shall sunder ^ 
And I shall spurn as vilest dust 

The warld's wealth and grandeur : 
And do I hear my Jeanie own. 

That equal transports move her ? 
I ask for dearest life alone 

That 1 may live to love her. 

Thus in my arms, wi' all thy charms, 

I clasp my countless treasure ; 
I'll seek nae mair o' heaven to share. 

Than sic a moment's pleasure : 
And by thy een, sae bonnie blue, 

I swear I'm thine for ever ! 
And on thy lips I seal my vow. 

And break it shall I never ! 



If you think the above will suit your idea of 
your favourite air, I shall be highly pleased. TTie 

last 
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kst time I came o*er the MooTy I cannot meddle 
witb^ as to mending it; and the musical world 
have b^n so long accustomed to Ramsay's words, 
that a different song, though positively superior, 
would not be so well received. I am not fond of 
chorusses to songs, so I have not made one for 
the foregoing. 



No. XXXVII. 

Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 

August, 1793. 

DAINTY DAVIE. 

Now rosy May comes in wi' flowers^ 
To deck her gay, green spreading bowers 5 
And now comes in my happy hours. 
To wander wi' my Davie. 

CHORUS. 

Meet me on the warlock knowe. 

Dainty DaviCy dainty Davie, 
There PU spend the day wV you. 

My ain dear dainty Davie. 



The 
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The crystal waters round us fa'. 
The merry birds are lovers a'. 
The scented breezes round us Uaw, 
A wandering wi' roy Davie.^ 

Meet me, ^c. 



When purple morning starts the hare. 
To steal upon her early fare, 
Then thro' the dews I will repair,^ 
To meet my faithfu' Davie. 
Meet met ^c. 

When day, expUing in the west, 
The curtain draws o' nature's rest, - 
I flee to his arms I lo'e best. 
And that's my ain dear Davie. 



Meet me on the warlock knowe, 
Bonnie Davie, dainty Dame ; 

There I'll spend the day wi' you. 
My ain dear dainty Davie.'' 



• Daintie Davie is the title of an old Scotch song, fn 
which Bums has taken nothing but the fitls aod the tn< 
sure. El 
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So much for Davie. The cfaofus, yoa kiiow» 
is to the low part of the tune. See Ciaiice's set 
it in the Museum. ^ - 




N. B. In the Museum they have ArtlWled out 
the tune to twelve lines of poetry, which is **** 
nonsense. Four lines of sotlg", and four of 
chorus^ is the way. 



yr« - 
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No. XXXVII r. 



Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 



Edinburgh, lit. S^t. 1793. 
MY DEAR SIR, 

Since writing you last, I have received 
half a dozen songs, with which I am delighted 
beyond expression. The humour and fancy of 
Whistle y and Pll come to you^ my lad^ will render 
it nearly as great a favourite as Duncan Gray. 
ComCy let me take thee to my breast — Adown wind- 
ing 
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ing Nithj and By Allan stream^ &c., are fiiU of 
imagination and feeling, and sweetly suit the airs 
for which they are intended. Had I a cave an 
same wild distant shore, is a striking and affecting 
composition. Our friend, to whose story it refers, 
read it with a swelling heart, I assure you. The 
union we are now forming, I think, can never 
be broken ; these songs of yours will descend 
with the music to the latest posterity, and will 
be fondly cherished so long as genius, taste, and 
sensibility exist in our island. 

While the muse seems so propitious, I think 
it right to enclose a list of all the favours I hare 
to ask of her, no fewer than twenty and three ! 
I have burdened the pleasant Peter with as many 
as it is probable he will attend to : most of the 
remaining airs would puzzle the English poet 
not a little ; they are of that peculiar measure 
and rhythm, that they must be familiar to him 
who writes for them. 



No. 
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No. XXXIX. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



Sq^t. 1793. 

You may readily trust, my dear Sir, 
that any exertion in my power is heartily at your 
service. But one thing I must hint to you ; the 
very name of Peter Pindar is of great service to 
your publication, s6 get a verse ffom him now 
and then ; though I have no objection, as well 
» I can, to bear the burden of the business. 

You know that my pretensions to musical 
taste are merely a few of nature's instincts, un- 
taught and untutored by art. For this reason, 
many musical compositions, particularly where 
much of the merit lies in counterpoint, however 
they m£ty transport and ravish the ears of you 
connoisseurs, affect my simple lug no otherwise 
than merely as melodious din. On the other 
hand, by way of amends, I am delighted with 
many little melodies, which the learned musician 
despises as silly and insipid. I do not know 
whether the old air Hey tuttie taitie may rank 

among 



Ik 



t08 



among this number ; but well I know that^ with 
Frazer's hautboy, it has often filled my eyes with 
tears. There is a tradition, which 1 have met 
with in many places of Scotland, that it was 
Robert Bruce's march at the battle of Bannock- 
burn. This thought, in my solitary wander- 
ings, warmed me to a pitch of enthusiasm on the 
theme of Liberty and Independence, which I 
threw into a kind of SCOTTISH ode, fitted to the 
air, that one might suppose to be the gallant 
Royal Scot's address to his heroic followers 
on that eventful morning.^ 



Bruct to his Troops on the eve of the Battle of 

BANNOCKBURN. 

to its ain tune. 

Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led; 
"Welcome to your gory bed. 
Or to victorie. 

* 

Now*ii 



* This noble strain was conceived by our poet during a 
storm aqaong the wilds of Glen-Ken in Galloway. A 
i9ore finished copy will be found afterwards. R 
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Now's the day and now's the hour : 
See the front o' battle lower : 
See approach proiiid Edward's power- 
Chains and slavery! 

Wha will be a traitor-knave ? 
Wha can fill a cowiird's grave ? 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? 
Let him turQ and flee I 

Wha for SCOTLAND'S king and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw. 
Free-man stand, or Free-man fa'. 
Let him follow me ! 

By oppression's woes and pains ! 
By your sons in servile chains! 
We will drain our dearest veins 
But they shall be free ! 

Lay the proud usurpers low ! 
-Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
Liberty's in every blow ! 
Let us do, or die ! 



So may God ever defend the cause of Trut)^ 
and Liberty, as he did that day ! — ^Am^L 

P. S. 
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p. S. I shewed the air to Urbani^ who was 
highly pleased with it, and begged me to make 
soft verses for it; hot I had no idea of giving 
myself any trouble on the subject, till the acci- 
dental recollection of that glorious struggle for 
freedom, associated with the glowing ideas of 
some other struggles of the same nature, not 
quite so ancient, roused my rhyming mania. 
Clarke's set of the tune, with his bass, you will 
find in the Museum ; though I am afraid that 
the air is not what will entitle it to a place ia 
your elegant selection. 



No. XL. 

Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 

Sq^. 17SS. 

- I DARE say, my dear Sir, that you wiO 
begin to think my correspondence is persecu- 
tion. No matter, I can't help it; a ballad is 
my hobby-horse; which though otherwise a 
simple sort of harmless idiotical beast enough, 
has yet this blessed headstrong property, that 
when once it has fairly made off with a hapl€»S 

wight. 
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wighty it gets so enamoured with the tinkle-gin* 
gle^ tinkle-gingle of its own bells ; that it is sure 
to run poor pilgarlic, the bedlam -jockey, quite 
beyond any useful point or post in the common 
race of man. 

The following song I have composed for Oran^ 
gaoilf the Highland air» that^ you tell me in 
your last, you have resolved to give a place to in 
your book. I have this moment finished the 
song^ so you have it glowing from the mint. If 
it suit you, well ! — if not, 'tis also well ! 



rttw— ** Oran-gaoil.'* 

Behold the hour, the boat arrive ; 

Thou goest, thou darling of my heart !- 
Severed from thee can I survive P 

But fate has will'd, and we must part. 
I'll ojften greet this surging swell. 

Yon distant isle will often hail : 
'^ E'en here I took the last farewell ; 

*' There latest marked her vanished sail.*^ 



Along 
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Along the solitary shore^ 

While flitting sea-fowl round me cry. 
Across the rolling, dashing roar^ 

I'll westward turn my wistful eye : 
Happy, thou Indian grove, I'll say. 

Where now my Nancy's path may be I 
While thro' thy sweets she loves to stray^ 

O tell me, does she muse on me I 



♦"■ 
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Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 



Edinburgh, 5th Sqft. 179S. 

I BELIEVE it is generally allowed that 
the greatest modesty is the sure attendant of the 
greatest merit. While you are sending me verses 
that even Shakespeare might be proud to own, 
you speak of them as if they were ordinary pro- 
ductions ! Your heroic ode is to me the noblest 
composition of the kind in the Scottish languageu 

I happened 
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1 happbti^d to diiie yesterday with a party of 
your friendi^^ to whom I read it. They were all 
charmed with it; entreated me to find out a 
suitable ah* for it, and reprobated the idea of 
jgiving it a tune so totally devoid of interest or 
groihdeiir as Hey tuttie taitie. Assuredly your 
pkHilaHty for this tune mu6t arise from the ideas 
aiiMiociated in your mind by the tradition concern- 
Jhg TC, for I neVer heard any person, and I have 
iSdiite'rsed again and ag^in with the greatest en- 
lltnsiasts for Scottish airs, I say, t never heard 
any one speak of it as worthy of notice. 

r 

I'haVe been running over the whole hundred 
airs, of which I lately sent you the list; and I 
ihink Lkme Gordon is most happily adapted to 
•your ode: at least with a very slight variation of 
the fourth line, which I shall presently submit 
to you. There is in Lewie Gordon more of the 
grand than the plaintive, particularly when it is 
sung with a degree of spirit, which your words 
would oblige the singer to give it. I would have 
no scruple about substituting your ode in the 
room of Lewie Gordon^ which has neither the in- 
terest, the grandeur, nor the poetry that charac- 
terize your verses. Now the variation I have to 
roggcst upon the last line of each verse, the only 
line too short for the air, is as follows : 
Verse Ist, Or to glorious victorie. 

3,d, Chains — chains and slaverie. 
Vol. IV. I Verse 
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Verse 3dj Let him, let him turn and flie^ t 
4//i, Let him bravely follow me. 
5th^ But they shall, they shall be free. 
6th, Let US3 let us do, or die ] 

If you connect each line with its own verse, t 
do not think you will find that either the senti* 
ment or the expression loses any of its energy. 
The only line which I dislike in the whole of the 
song is, " Welcome to your gory bed." Would 
not another word be preferable to welcome f In 
your next I will expect to be informed whether 
you agree to what I have proposed. The little 
alterations I submit with the greatest deference* 

Tbe beauty of the verses you have made fof 
Qran-gaoil will ensure celebrity to the air. 
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No. XLIL ! ' 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



;: Sept. 179s. 

•' I HAVE received your list, my dear 

Sir, and here go my observations on it.* 

: 'Down the burn Davie. I have this moment 
tried an alteration, leaving out the last half of 
the third stanza, and the first half of , the last 
stanza, thus : 



i: 



As down the burn they took their way. 
And thro' the flowery dale ; 

His cheek to hers he aft did lay. 
And love was ay the tale. 



I * 



12 With 



* Mr. Thomson's list of songs for his publication. lu 
Eis remsirks the bard proceeds in order, and goes through" 
the whole; but on many of them he merely signifies his 
ajpprobation. All his remarks of any importance are, pre« 
lented to the reader^ £• 



116 

With " Mary, when shall we return. 

Sic pleasure to renew ?" 
Quoth Mary, " Love, I like the burn. 

And ay shall follow you."* 

Thro' the ximd iaddie-^l am decidedly of opi- 
nion, that both in this, and There'll never be 
peace till Jamie comes hame, the second or high 
part of the tune being a repetition of the first 
part an octave higher, is only for instrumental 
mumc, and would be much better omitted in 
singing. 



Cowden^knouws. Remember in your i 
that the song in pur^ English to this tune, be 



ginning. 



•^ When summer comes, the swains on Tweed,** 

is the production of Crawford. Robert was hit 
Christian name. 

Laddie lie near me, must lie by me for some 
ti|]Oe« I do not know the air; and until I am 
complete master of a tune, in my own singing 

(such 



■~n««PN?"^^" 



* This alteration Mr. Thomson has adopted (or at least 
intended to adopt), instead of the last stanza of the original 
song, which is objectionable in point of delicacy. E. 
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(sach as it is), I can never compose for it. My 
way is: I consider the, poetic sentiment corres- 
pondent to my idea of the musical expression ; 
then choose my theme; begin one stanza; t^^hen 
that is composed, which is generally the most dif- 
ficult part of the business, I walk out, sit down 
now and then, look out for objects in nature 
around me that are in unison and harmony with 
the cogitations of my fancy, and wodcings of my 
bosom ; humming every now and then the air^ 
with the verses I have framed. When I feel my 
muse beginning to jade, I retire to the Solitary 
fire-side of my study, and there commit my effu- 
sions to paper; swinging at intervals on the hind 
legs of my elbow-chair, by way of calling fortb 
my own critical strictures, as my pen goes on. Ser 
riously, this, at home, is almost invariably my way« 

Whatt cursed egotism ! 

GiU MoricCy I am for leaving out. It is a 
plaguy Length ; the air itself is never sung ; and 
its place can well be supplied by one or two son^^ 
for fine airs that are not in your list. For in- 
8tance» Craigieburn Wood and E(^*s Wife. The 
first, beside its intrinsic merit, has novelty ; and 
the last has high merit as well as great celebrity* 
I have the original words of a song for the last 
air> in the hand-writing of the lady who com- 
posed 
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posed it; and they are superior to any edition ^ 
•the song which the public has yet seen.^ 

Highland-laddie. The old set will please a 
mere Scotch ear best; and the new an Italianized 
one. There is a third, and what Oswald calls 
the old Highland-laddie, which pleases me more 
than either of them. It is sometimes called 
Ginglan Johnnie i it being the air of an old hu- 
morous tawdry song of that name. You wiH 
find it in the Museum, / hae been at Crookiedetf, 
&c. I would advise you in this musical quan- 
dary, to offer up your prayers to the muses for 
inspiring direction ; and in the mean time, wait- 
ing for this direction, bestow a libation to Bac- 
chus ; and there is not a doubt but you will bit 
on a judigious choice. Probatum est. 

Auld Sir Simon, I must beg you to leave out, 
and put in its place Tlie Quaker's Wife. 

Blitlie hae I been o'er tlie hill, is one of the 
finest songs ever I made in my life; and besides^ 
is composed on a young lady, positively the 
most beautiful, lovely woman in the world. Ai 

I purpose 



* THis songy so much admired by our bard, will^ bcf 
foundin a future part of the volume, p. 207* £« 
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f purpose giving you the names and designation^^ 
of all my heroines, to appear in sobae future edi- 
tion of your work, perhaps half a century hence, 
you must certainly include The bonniest lass in a\ 
^ warld in your collection. 

'Dainty Davie ^ \ have heard sung, nineteen- 
thousand nine hundred and ninety-nine times, 
and always with the chorus to the low pai^t of 
the tune; and nothing has surprised me so much 
as^ your opinion on this subject. If it will not 
suit as 1 proposed, we will lay two of the stanzas 
tt>gether, and then make the chorus follow. 

^^ • 

Fee kim Father — I enclose you Frazer*s set of 

this tune when he plays it slow ; in fact he makes 
if^ the language of despair. I shall here give you 
two stanzas, in that style ; merely to try if it will 
be any improvement. Were it possible, in sing- 
ing, to give it half the pathos which Frazer gives 
it in playing, it would make an admirably pa- 
thetie song. I do not give these verses for any 
merit they have. I composed them at the time 
in which Patie AlMs mither died, that was about 
tlie back o* midnight s and by the lee-side of a 
bowl of punch, which had overset every mortal 
ia company, except the hautbois and the muse. 



Thou 



Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, Thou hast le{^ 

me ever. 
Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, Thou hast left. 

me ever. 
Aften hast thou vow'd that death. Only should 

us sever. 
Now thou'st left thy lass for ay — I maun see Uiee 

never, Jamie, 
1*11 see thee never.* 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, Thou hast m« 

forsaken. 
Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, Thou hast me 

forsaken. 
Thou canst love anither jo. While my heart is 

breaking : 
Soon my weary een I'll close — Never mair to 

waken, Jamie, 
Ne'er mair to waken. f 



Jockie 



* The Scottish (the Editor uses the word sabstantively, 
as the English) employ the abbreviatioD FU for / shall as 
well as 1 will; and it is for I shall it is used bere^ In 
Aunandale^ as in the northern counties of EngUnd, for I 
shall they use Fse. E. 

i* This is the whole of the song. The bard never pro* 
needed farther. Note by Mr^ Thomson. 



m 

■^ Jock(e qnd Jeiv^ I would ^scard^ and in its 
|dac.e wpuij^ fut TkereVtufe luck about the bousc^ 
wl^ich Jpia§ f^ yerjf plei^sjapt air, . aod wlucb is po* 
«tively the finest, lpv%-1p«llad jb that styl@ in 4h9 
3(^>ttish^ 9r perhaps . in any other Uuiguage. 
^^hen she came ben she bobbet,. as a^ air> is ijnore 
beautj^u). than either, and in the andante way 
woid4 unite with a charming sentimental b^Uad^ 



< • . 



Saw ye my Father? is one of my greatest fa- 
Tourites. The evening before last, I wandered 
out, and began a tender song; in what I think 
is its native style. I must premise, that the old 
way, and the way to give most effect, is to have 
no starting note, as the- fiddlers call it, but to 
burst at once into the pathos. Every country 
girl sings — Saw ye my father ? &c. 

My song is but just begun ; and I should like^ 
before I proceed, to. know your opinbon.of it. I 
have sprinkled it with the Scottish dialect, but 
it may be ea^iily turned into correct Engliah.^ 



Todtm 



^ This song app^an afterwards. ^ It begins, 
^ Where are the joys I hae met in the morning/' £• 



1st 

-r 

Todlin home. Urbani mentioned an idea of 
his, which has long been mine ; that this air is 
highly susceptible of pathos : accordingly, you 
will soon hear him at your concert try it to a 
song of mine in the Museum ; Ye banks and braer 
o' bonnie Doon. One song more and I hare 
done: Auld lang syne. The air is but mediocre^ 
but the following song, the old song of the olden 
times, and which has never been in print, nor 
even in manuscript, until I took it down from 
an old man's singing, is enough to recommend 
any air. 



AULD LANG SYNE. 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot. 
And never brought to min' ? 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot^ 
And days o' lang syne ? 

CHORUS. 

For auld lang syne, my dear. 

For auld lang syne. 
We* II tak a cup o' kindness yet. 

For auld lang syne. 



We 



t' 



T28 



' * We fwa hae nin about the braes^ '• '• ' 
• And pu't the go wans fine 5 • 
fiut we've wandered ,mony a wear^ foot. 
Sin auld lang syne. 
For autdy &e. 

We twa hae paidl't i* the burn, 

_ • 

Frae mornin sun till dine : 
But seas between us braid hae roar*d, 
$in auld lang syne. 
For auld^ &e. 

And here's a hand, my trusty fi^ere. 

And gie's a hand o' thine ; 
And we'll tak a right guid willie-waught. 

For auld lang sine. 
For auld, &c. 

And surely ye'Il he your pint-stowp. 

And surely I'll be mine ; 
And we'll tak a cup o' kindness yet 

For auld lang syne.* 
For auld, &c. 



>> 



Now 



f This song, of the olden time, is excellent. It is 
^rthy of our bard. E. 



124 

Now^ I suppose I have tired your patience 
feirly. You must^ after all is over^ have a num- 
ber of ballads, properly so called. GiU Morice^ 
Tranent Muir^ M^PhersorCs Farewell^ Battle qf 
Sheriff Muivy or We ran and they ran (( know the 
author of this charming ballad, and bis history), 
Hardiknute, Barbara AUan (I can furnish a finer 
set of this tune than any that has yet appeared), 
and besides, do you know that I really have the 
old tune to which The Cherry and the Slae was 
sung ; and which is mentioned as a well known 
air in Scotland's Complaint, a book published 
before poor Mary's days* It w^ then called 
The Banks o' Helicon ; an old poem which Pin- 
kerton has broi;ight to light. You will see all 
this in Tytler's history of Scottish music. The 
tune, to a learned ear, may have no great merit : 
but it is a great curiosity. I have a good many 
original things of this kind. 



No. 
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No. XLtll. 



• .--^ • > 



Mr. burns to MR/THOMSON- 



: 1 . S?pM793. 

I* AM happy, my dear Sir, that my ode 
pleases you so much. Tour idea, " honour's 
" bed," is, though a beaiitiful, a hackneyed 
idea; so, if you please, we will let the line stand 
as it is. I have altered the song as'follbws : 



BANNOCK-BURN. 

Robert Bruce^s Address to his Army. 

Scots, wha hae wi* Wallace bled*; 
Scots, wham Bruce has afteu led; 
Welcome to your gory bed. 
Or to glorious victories- 

« 

Now's the day, and now's the hour ; 
See the front o' battle lower ; 
See approach proud Edward^s power— ^ - 
Edward ! chains and slaverie ! 

Wha 



* »- •• 
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Wha will be a traitor knave ? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave? 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? 
Traitor ! coward ! turn and flee ! 



Wfaa for Scotland^ king and law , 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw» 
Free-man standi or free-man fa', 
- Catedonian ! on wi' me ! 



By oppression's woes and pains ! 
By your sons in servile chains \ 
Wp will draiil our dearest veins. 
Bat they shall be — shall be free ! 

Lay the proud usurpers low ! 
Tyrants fall in every foe 1 
Liberty's in every blow ! 
Forward ! let us do, or die I 



\ 

k 



N. B. I have borrowed the last stanza from 
the common stall edition of Wallace. 
••. .. • •■ . ■ 

" A false usurper sinks in every foe. 
And liberty returns with eyery blow." ' 

■ 

A couplet 
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J- A couplet worthy of Homer. Yesterfujr you 
had enough of my correspondence. The post 
goes^ and my head aches miserably. Onexom- 
jEort ! I suffer so nauch^ just novr, in this ivorld^ 
for last night's joviality^ that I shall escape scot* 
iree for it in the world to come. Amen. 



No. XLIV, 



Mr. THOMSON lo Mr. BURNS. 



I2th September, 1793. 

A THOUSAND thanks to you, my dear 
Sir, for your observations on the list of my songs« 
I am happy to find your ideas so much in unison 
with my own respecting the generality of the 
airs, as well as the verses. About some of them 
we differ, but there is no disputing about hobby* 
horses. I shall not fail to profit by the remark^ 

yott 



1«« 

you tnftke ; and to re-consider the vdhdh liHtb 

attention. 

■ ■ ■ • • . -^^ 

Dainty Daoie must be Bang, two sfiato^sfs t6§e^ 
ther, and* then the chkirus: 'tis thi jiroper' way. 
I agree With you^ that there may be something 
of pathos^ or tenderness at leasts in the .air of 
Fee htm Father^ when performed with feeling : 
but a tender cast may be given almost to any 
lively air, if you sing it very slowly, expressively, 
and with serious words^^^I am, however, clearly 
and invariably for retaining the cheerful tunes 
joined to their own humorous verses, wherever 
the verses are passable. But the sweet song for 
Fee him Father, which you began about the 
back of midnight, I will publish as an additional 
one. Mr. James Balfour, the king of good fel* 
lows, and the best singer of the lively Scottish 
ballad&Jbbot cyvfr ^i^isted, jiascbavmed tboasands 
of companies with Fee him Father, and with 
Todlin hame also, to the old words, which never 
should be disunited from either of these airs. — 
Some'Bacchan^fs 1 would wish to discard. Fy, 
lets d\t<f the Bridai, for instance, is so coarse and 
vulgar, 'that I #hitik»it fit only to be sung in a 
€WM^riy ' of 'drunken cdlliers; antf ^Saw ye 'm§ 
FiBlher .^Jappefars to me both indelicate and silly. 

OWe wot^» mo W' with regard to your herold 

4^ei I tihiink, with great deference to the poet; 

' that 
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that a prudent general would avoid saying any 
thing to his soldiers which might tend to make 
death more frightful than it is. Gory presents 
a disagreeable image to the mind ; and to tell 
them " Welcome to your gory bed," seems ra- 
ther a discouraging address, notwithstanding the 
alternative which follows. I have shewn the 
song to three friends of excellent taste, and 
each of them objected to this line, which em- 
boldens me to use the freedom of bringing it 
again under your notice. I would suggest, 

*^ Now prepare for honour's bed. 
Or for glorious victorie.'* 



No. XLV. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 

September, 1793. 

" Who shall decide when doctors dis- 
agree ?'' My ode pleases me so much that I can- 
not alter it. Your proposed alterations would, 
VOL. IV. K i in 
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in my opinion^ make it tame* I am exceeding- 
ly obliged to you for putting me on reconsider- 
ing it; as I think I have much improved it. 
Instead of *^ soger ! hero!" I will have it " Ca- 
" ledonian ! on wi' me !" 

I have scrutinized it over and over ; and to 
the world some way or other it shall go as it is. 
At the same time it will not in the least hurt me^ 
should you leave it out altogether, and adhere 
to your first intention of adopting Logaa'^ 
verses.* 

I have 



* Mr. Thomson has very properly adopted this 
song (if it may be so calledj as the bard presented it to 
him. He has attached it to the air of Lewie Gordon, and 
perhaps among the existing airs he could not find a bet- 
ter ; but the poetry is suited to a much higher strain of 
music, and may employ the genius of some Scottish 
Handel, if any such should in future arise. The reader 
will have observed, that Burns adopted the alterations 
proposed by hb friend and correspondent in former in- 
stances, with great readiness ; perhaps, indeed, on all 
indifferent occasions. In the present instance, however, 
he rejected, them, though repeatedly urged, with de- 
termined resolution. With every respect for the judg- 
ment of Mr. Thomson and his friends, we may be sa- 
tisfied that he did so. He who in preparing for an en- 
gagement, attempts to withdraw his imagination from 

images 
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I have finiished iriy sAihg to Saw ye my Father ? 
txA in English, ais you will see. That there is a 

syllable too much for the expression of the air, 

• • ■ • 

'IS 



images of death, will probably have but imperfect 8uc« 
cess, and is not fitted to stand in the ranks of battle, 
Inhere the liberties of a kingdom are at issue. Of such 
tnen the conquerors of Bannock-Born were not com- 
posed, Bruce's troops were inured to war, and familiar 
with 2j\ its sufferings and dangers. On the eve of that 
memorable day, their spirits were without doubt wound 
up to a pitch of enthusiasm suited to the occasion: 
a pitch of enthusiasm at which danger becomes at- 
tractive, and the most terrific forms of death are no 
longer terrible. Such a strain of sentiment, this heroic 
^ welcome" may be supposed well calculated to ele- 
vate---to raise their hearts high above fear, and to nerve 
fiieir arms to the utmost pitch of mortal exertion. These 
observations might be illustrated and supported by a re- 
ference to the martial poetry of all nations, from the 
spirit-stirring strains of Tyrtaeus, to the war-song of 
General Wolfe. Mr. Thomson's observation, that " Wel- 
come to yodr gory bed, is a discouraging address,'' 
seems not sufficiently considered. Perhaps, indeed, it 
may be admitted, that the term gory is somewhat ob- 
jectionable, not on accomlt of its presenting a frightful, 
but a disagreeable image to the mind. But a great poet, 
uttering his conceptions on an interesting occasion, 
seeks always to present a picture that is vivid, and is 
uniformly disposed to sacrifice the delicacies of taste 

K 2 on 
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is true ; but^ allow me to say, that the mere di* 
Tiding of a dotted crotchet into a crotchet and 
a quaver, is not a great matter: however, in 

• 

that I have no pretensions to cope in judgment 
with you. Of the poetry I speak with confi- 
dence ; but the music is a business where I hint 
my ideas with the utmost diffidence. 

The old verses have merit, though unequal, 
and are popular : my advice is to set the air 
to the old words, and let mine follow as English 
verses. Here they are — 

FAIR 



CD the altar of the imagination. And it b the privilege of 
superior genius, by producing a new association, to devale 
expressions that were originally low, and thus to triumph 
over the deficiencies of language. In how many ]n8tai¥:ef 
might this be exemplified from the works of our immortd 
Shakespeare. 

" Who vrovid fardek hear, 
To groan and sweat under a weary life ; — 
When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkmr 

It were easy to enlai^e, but to suQ;est SQch reflectiooi. 
is probably sufficient. £« 
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FAIR JENNY. 



See p. 121. 

Tune—^' Saw ye my Father ?" 

Where are the joys I have met in the morning, 
That danc'd to the lark's early song? 

Where is the peace that awaited my wand'ring, 
At evening the wild woods among ? 

No more a- winding the course of yon river. 
And marking sweet flow'rets so fair : 

No more I trace the light footsteps of pleasure. 
But sorrow and sad sighing care. 

Is it that summer's forsaken our valleys. 

And grim surly winter is near ? 
No, no, the bees humming round the gay roses. 

Proclaim it the pride of the year. 



Fain would I hide what I fear to discover. 
Yet long, long too well have I known, 

AU that has caused this wreck in my bosom^ 
Is Jenny^ fiiir Jenny alone. 



r- 



Time 



* ■ ■ 



Time cannot aid me^ my griefs are immortal. 

Nor hope dare a comfort bestow : 
Come then, enamour'd and fond of my anguish. 

Enjoyment I'll seek in my wbe« 

Adieu,^ my dear Sir ! The post goes, so I shall 
defer some other remarks until more leisure. 



No. XLVI. 
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Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON- 



1 

September, 1795. 

1 HAVE been turning over somevolumes 
of songs, to find verses whose measures would 
suit the airs for which you have allotted me to 
find English songs. 

For Muirland Willie, you have, in Ramsay's 
Tea- table, an excellent song, beginning, " Ah 

why 
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why those tears in Nelly's eyesP'V As for Tk^ 
Collier's Dochter, take the following old Bac- 
chanal. 



Deluded swain, the pleasure 

The fickle Fair can give thee. 
Is but a fairy treasure. 
Thy hopes will soon deceive thee. 

The billows on the ocean. 
The breezes idly roaming. 

The clouds* uncertain motion. 
They are but types of woman. 

O ! art thou not ashamed. 

To doat upon a feature ? 
If man thou would'st be named. 

Despise the silly creature. 

Go find an honest fellow; 

Good claret set before thee : 
Hold on till thou art mellow. 

And then to bed in glory. 



i...: V . 



J I . f V 

k* i . ». ■ 



The 
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The faulty line in Logan- Water, I mend thus 



** How can your flinty hearts enjoy. 
The widow *s tears, the orphan's cry? 



If 



The song otherwise will pass. As to Jfcf^GVr- 
goira Rua-Ruthy you will see a song of mine 
to it, with a set of the air superior to yours in 
the Museum. Vol. ii. p. 181. The song be- 
gins, 

" Raving winds around her blowing."* 

Your Irish airs are pretty, but they are down- 
right Irish. If they were like the Banks qf Banna, 
for instance, though really Irish, yet in the Scot- 
tish taste, you might adopt them. Since j^u 
are so fond of Irish music, what say you to 
twenty-five of them in an additional number ? 
We could easily find this quantity of charming 
airs^ I will take care that you shall not want 
songs ; and I assure you that you would find it 
the most saleable of the whole. If you do not 
approve of Roy's Wife, for the music's sake, we 
shall not insert it. Deiltak the wars, is a charm* 
ing song ; so is. Saw ye my Peggy ? There's nae 
luck about the house, well deserves a place. I can- 
not 



* This will be foimd in the latter part of this volume. 

E. 
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not say that. O'er the hills and far awa, strikes 
me as equal to your selection. This is no my ain 
house, is a great favourite air of mine ; and if you 
will sepd me your set of it, I will ^ask: my tnuse 
to her highest effort. What is your opinion of 
Ihae laid a herrin in sawt ? I like it much. Your 
Jacobite airs are pretty; and there are many 
others of the same kind, pretty ; but you have 
not room for them. You cannot, I think, in* 
sert Fie let us a* to the bridal, to any other words 
than its own. 

What pleases me, as simple and naive, disgusts 
you as ludicrous and low. For this reason. Fie 
gie me my coggie. Sirs, Fie let us a* to the bridal, 
with several others of that cast, are to me highly 
pleasing ; while. Saw ye my Father, or saw ye my ' 
Mother ? delights me with its descriptive simple 
pathos. Thus my song. Ken ye what Mego* the- 
Mm has gotten ? pleases myself so much, that' I 
cannot try my hand at another song to the air; 
so I shall not attempt it. I know you will laugh 
at all this; but, ^* Ilka man wears his belt his 
ain gait." 



No. 
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No. XLVII. 

Me. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 

October, 179S. 

Your last letter^ my dear Thomson^ 
was indeed laden with heavy news. Alas, poor 
Erskine !^ The recollection that he was a coad- 
jutor in your publication, has till now scared me 
from writing to you, or turning my thoughts on 
cooiposing fyr you. 

■ 

I am pleased that you are reconciled to the 
air of the Quaker*s Wife s though, by the by, 
ab old Highland gentleman, and a deep antiqua- 
rian, tells me it is a Gaelic air, and known by 
the name of Leiger nC choss. The following 
versesji I ^ope, will please you, as an English 
song to !the air. 

Thine am I, my faithful fair. 

Thine, my lovely Nancy ; 
Ev'ry pulse along my veins, 

Ev^ry roving fancy. 

To 



* The honourable A. Erskine, brother to Lord Kelly, 
whose melancholy death Mr. Thomson had communicated 
in i|ii 'excellent letter, which be has suppressed. 



To thy bosom lay ray heart. 
There to throb and languish : 

Tho' despair had wrung its core, 
That would heal its anguish. 

Take away these rosy lips, 
Bich with balmy treasure: 

Turn away thine eyed of love. 
Lest 1 die with? pleasure; * 



I-. ^ 



What is life when wanting love ? 

Night without a. morning : 
Love's the cloudless summerisinn. 

Nature gay adorning; 



\ . » 



Your'OlyeiCtion totbe !Engitih.so(Q|;'I pro- 
posed for John Anderson my jo^ is certainly just. 
The following is bty an old acquaintance ofmine, 
and I think has. iterit; The/soog was never in 
print, which I think' ij9i> so xriucb'iR yo«r favour. 
The more original good poetry your collection 
contains, it certainly has so much the more 
merit. 



SONG. 
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SONG. 
By Gavin Turnbull. 

CONDESCEND, dear charming maidy 
My wretched state to view ; 

A tender swain to love betray^d^ ^ 
And sad despair, by you. 

r 

While here, aU melancholy. 

My , passion I deplore. 
Yet, urg'd by stem resistless fete, - 

I love thee more and more. 

1 heard of love, and with disdain. 
The urchin's power denied ; 

I laughed at every lover's pain. 
And mock'd them when they sigh'd. 

• * f 

But how my state is altered ! 

Those hapi^ days are o'er ; 
For aH thy unrelenting hate, ^ 

I: love thee more and more. 



.•I.' t 



O yield, illustrious beauty, yield. 
No longer let me mourn ; 

And tho' victorious in the field. 
Thy captive do not scorn. 



Let 
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I 

Let generous pity warm thee. 
My wonted peace restore ; 

Andy grateful, I shall bless thee stilly 
And love thee more and more. 



The following address of Turnbuirs to the 
Nightingale, will suit as an English song to the 
air. There was a lass and she was fair. By the 
by, Turnbull has a great many songs in MS. 
which I can command, if you like his planner. 
Possibly, as he is an old friend of mine, I may 
be prejudiced in his favour ; but I like some of 
his pieces very much. 



THE NIGHTINGALE. 
By G. Turnbull. 

Thou sweetest minstrel of the grove. 
That ever tried the plaintive strain. 

Awake thy tender tale of love. 
And sooth a poor forsaken swain. 

For tho' the muses deign to aid. 

And teach him smoothly to complain ; 

Yet Delia, charming, cruel maid. 
Is deaf to her forsaken swain. 



.All 
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All day, with fashion's gaudy sons^ 
In sport she wanders o*er the plain : 

Their tales approTes, and still she shiinii 
The notes of her forsaken swain. 

When evening shades obscure the sky. 
And bring the solemn hours again. 

Begin, sweet bird, thy melody. 
And sooth a po6r forsaken swain. 



I shall just transcribe another of TurnbulFs, 
which would go charmingly to Lewie Gordon. 

LAURA. 
By G. Turnbuix. 

Let me wander where I will. 
By shady wood, or winding rill ; 
Where the sweetest May-born flowers 
Paint the meadows, deck the bowers ; 
Where the linnet's early song « 

Echoes sweet the woods among : 
Let me wander where I will, 
Laura haunts my fancy still. 



If 
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If at rosy dawn I chuse> 

To indulge the smiling muse ^ 

If I court some cool retreat. 

To avoid the noon-tide heat ; 

If beneath the moon's pale ray. 

Thro' unfrequented wilds I stray ; 

Let me wander where I wUL ^ ^.i ^ 

Laura haunts my fancy «till. 

When at night the drowsy god 
Waves his sleep-compelling rod^ 
And to fancy's wakeful eyes 
Bids celestial visions rise; 
While with boundless joy I rove 
Thro' the fairy land of love ; 
Let me wander where 1 will, 
Laura haunts my fancy stilL 



The rest of your letter I shall answer at some 
>ther opportunity. 



No. 
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No. XLVIII. 



Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 



7th Nor. 179s. 

MY GOOD SIR, 

Aft£R so long a silence, it gave me pe- 
culiar pleasure to recognize your well-known 
hand, for I had begun to be apprehensive that 
all was not well with you. I am happy to find, 
however, that your silence did not proceed from 
that cause, and that you have got among the 
ballads once more. 

I have to thank you for your English song to 
Leiger vC choss^ which I think extremely good, 
although the colouring is warm. Your friend 
Mr. TurnbuU's songs have doubtless considera* 
ble merit ; and as you have the command of ^is 
manuscripts, I hope you may find out some that 
will answer, as English songs, to the airs yet un- 
provided. 

No. 



Us 



No. XLIX. 



Mr.. BURNS to Mr. THOMSON. 



December, 1793* 

Tell me how you like the following 
yerses to the tune of Jo Janet : 

Husband, husband^ cease your strife^ 

Nor longer idly rave, «ir ; 
Tho' I am your wedded wife. 

Yet I am not your slave, sir. 

*^ One of two must still obey, 
Nancy, Nancy; 
Is it man, or woman, say. 
My spouse, Nancy ?" 

tif 'tis still the lordly word. 
Service and obedience ; 
1*11 desert my sovereign lord. 
And so good b'ye allegiance ! 

\yfOL. IV. L " Sad 
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^^ Sad will I be, so bereft, 
Nancy, Nancy, 
Yet ril try to make a sbift. 
My spouse, Nancy." 



My poor heart tbw break' it inifft^/ 
My last hour I'm near it : 

When you lay me in the dust. 

Think, think how you will bear it* 

I will hope and trust in heaven^ 

Nancy, Nancy, 
Strength to bear it will be givan^ 

My spouse, Nancy." 

Well, sir, from the silent dead» - 
Still I'll try to daunt you ; 

Ever round your midnight bed 
Horrid sprites shall haunt you« 



€€ 



** I'll wed another, like my dear 
Nancy, Nancy; 
Then all hell will fly for fear^ 
My spouse, Nancy." 



vjtir 



14^ 



Jir-^^^ The SutorSs Dochter.*' 



Wilt tKou be my dlearie ? 

When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart 

Wilt thou let me cheer thee ; 

By the treasure of my soul. 

That's, the love I bear thee ! 

I swear and vow that only thou 

Shall ever be my dearie. 

Only thou> I swear and vow. 

Shall ever be my dearie. 

Lassie^ say thou lo'es me ; 
Or if thou wilt na be my ain. 
Say na thou'it refuse me : 
If it winna, canna be. 
Thou for thine may choose me. 
Let me, lassie, quickly die. 
Trusting that thou lo'es me. 
L^assie, let me quickly die. 
Trusting that thou lo'es me. 



l2 No. 
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No. L. 
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Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 



Edinburgh, \Hh April, 1794. 
MY DEAR SIR, 

Owing to the distress of our frienid for 
the loss of his child-, at the time of his receiving 
your admirable but melancholy letter, I had not 
an opportunity, till lately, of perusing it * How 
sorry I am to find Burns saying, " Canst thou 
not minister to a mind diseased ?" while he\s de- 
lighting others from one end of the island to the 
other. Like the hypochondriac who went to 
consult a physician upon his case — Go, says the 
doctor, and see the famous Carlini, who keeps 
all Paris in good humour. Alas! sir, replied the 
patient, I am that unhappy Carlini ! 

m 

Your 



* A Letter to Mr. Cunningham^ to be found in Tol, ii« 

E. 



m 

Your plan for our meeting together pleases 
me greatly, and I trust that by some means or 
other it will soon take place ; but your Baccha- 
nalian challenge almost frightens me^ for I am 
a miserable weak drinker, ! 

All^ii' is much- gratified by your good opinion 
of his talents. He has just begun a sketch from 
your Cotter's Saturday Night, and if it pleases 
himself in the design, he will probably etch or 
engrave it. In subjects of the pastoral and hu- 
morous kind, he is, perhaps, unrivalled by any 
artist living. He fails a little in giving beauty 
and grace to his females, and his colouring, is 
sombre, otherwise his paintings and drawings 
Would be in greater request. 

' I like the music of the Sutor*s Dochter, and 
t^ill consider whether it shall be added to the 
lait volume; your verses to it are pretty; but 
youi* humorous English song, to suit Jo Janet, 
is inimitable. What think you of the air. Within 
a mile of Edinburgh ? It has always struck me 
as a modern English imitation, but it is said to 
be Oswald's, and is so much liked, that I believe 
I must include it. The verses are little better 
than namby pamby. Do you consider it worth a 
stanza or two ? 



' I 



No. 
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Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



JMiiy, 1794- 

MY DEAR SIR, 

I RETURN you the plates, with which 
I am highly pleased ^ I would humbly propose, 
instead of the younker knitting stockings, to 
put a stock and horn into his hands. A £rimd 
of mine, Who is positively the ablest judge ou- 
the subject I have ever met with, and though 
an unknown, is yet a superior artist with ibe* 
Burin, is quite charmed with Allan's manner* 
I got him a peep of the Gentle Shepherd; and. 
he pronounces Allan a most original artist of 
great exgellence. 

For my part, I look on Mr. Allan's choofijing. 
my favourite poem for his subject, to be one of 
the highest compliments I have efer received. 

lam 



Ml 

I am quite Fexed at PleyePs being cooped up 
in France^ as it will put an entire stop to our 
work. Now^ and for six or seven months^ / 
shaU be quite in seng^ as you shall see by-and- 
by. I got an air^ pretty enough ^ composed by 
Lady Elizabeth Heron of Heron, which she 
calls The Banks qfCr^tiu Cree is a beautiful ro- 
mantic stream ; and as her Ladyship is a parti* 
cular friend of mine^ I have written the follow- 
ing song to it. 



BANKS OF CREE. 

Here is the glen^ and here the bower^ 
All underneath the birchen shade j 

The village-bell has told the hour^ 
O what can stay my lovely maid ? 

'Tis not Maria's whispering call ; 

'Tis but the balmy-breathing gale^ 
Mixt with some warbler's dying fall» 

The dewy star of eve to haih 

It is Maria's voice I hear ! 

So calls the woodlark in the grove^ 
His little faithful mate to cheer. 

At onct 'tis mufiiCf^-and 'tis love. 



And 






And art thoii come 1 and art thou trae \ ■ ^ 
O welcome dear to love and me i • • 

And let us all our vows renew^ 
Along the flowery banks of Cree.. 



. V 
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Mr. burns (0 Mr. THOMSON. 



July, 1794. 

Is there no news yet of Pleyel ? Or is 
your work to be at a dead stop> until the a)}ies 
set our modern Orpheus at liberty from the 
savage thraldom of democratic discords? Alas 
the day ! And woe is me ! . That auspicipus 
period, pregnant with th? happiness of mil- 

' I . - ■ 

I have presented a copy of your songs to the 
daughter of a much-valued and much^honoured 

friiend 



■ I ■ I « 



* A portioaof this letter has. been left dut^ for reasons 
jdwt.wiU be easily imagined* £• 



is* 

friend of mine, Mr. Graham, of Fintry . I wrote 
on the blank side of the title-page the following 
address to the young, lady. . , 



Here, where the Scottish Muse immortal lives. 
In skci^dliiiratns: and tuneful numbm^6in'd. 

Accept the gift; tho* humble he who gives. 
Rich is the tribute of the grateful mind. 

So may no ruffian-feeling* in thy breast, 
Disicordaot jar thy bosom^^chords among; 

But p^ace attune thy gentle soul to rest^ .. 
Or love ecstatic wake his seraph song. 

w 

Or pity's notes, in luxury of tears. 
As modest want the tale of woe reveals; 

"While conscious virtue all the strain endears, 
Atid heaven-born piety her sanction seals. 

Noi 



* It were to have been wished, that instead of ruffian- 
feelings the bard^ had used a less rugged epithet, e. g. 
ruder. E. 
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Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 



Edinhurgh, ICM Jvgiat, 1794. 
MY DEAR SIR, 

I 0W£ you an apology for having so 
long delayed to acknowledge the favour of your 
last. I fear it will be as you say, I shall have 
no more songs from Fleyel till France and wa 
are friends ; but nevertheless, I am very desir- 
ous to be prepared with the poetry ; and as the 
season approaches in which your muse of Coila 
visits you, I trust I shall, as formerly, be fre- 
quently gratified with the result of your amor- 
ous and tender interviews ! 



No. 
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No. LIV. 



Mr. burns to Mh. THOMSON. 



SOth Jugust, 1794. 

1 HE last .evenings !as I was straying out^ 
and thinking ofs O'er the JiiUs dni farMtimyy I 
spun the followtqg stanza for it^ but whether 
my spinning will deserve to be laid up invstore^ 
like the pfecious thread of the silk-worm, or 
brushed to the devils like the vile manufacture 
of the spider, I leave, my dear Sir, to your 
usual candid crittoicon. InraspleasewT with se- 
veral lines in it at "first : but lowii thiU: now it 
appears rather a ^msjr business. : r\ . 

■ -V 
This is just a hasty sketch, until I see whether 
it be worth a critiqiie. WierhaTeimanyr /sailor 
songs, but^ as far as I at preisent reoollect, . they 
are mostly the effusions -of "thejoiitialisMloc, not 
the waitings of his love-lorn miistress^ , I jnust 
here make one sweet exception — JStveet Annie 
frae the sea-beach came. Now for the ^soi^ 

ON 
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ON THE SEAS AND FAR AWAY. 

Tune — " O'ER THE HlLLS," &c. 

. ■ • ■ .'■ ^ ■ '- ". 

How can my poor heart be glad. 
When absent from my sailor lad ? 
How can I the thought forego, 
He^s on the seas to meet the foe ? r -, 

« 

Let me wander, let me rove. 
Still my heart is with my love ; 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 
Are with him that's far away. 

CHORUS. 

On the seas and far away, 
. On stormy seas and far away; 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 
Are ay with him thaVsfar away. 

r 

When in summer's noon I faint. 
As weary flocks around me pant. 
Haply in this scorching sun 
My sailor's thundering at his gun : 
Bullets, spare my only joy ! 
Bullets, spare my darling boy ! 



Fate 
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Fate do with me what you may. 
Spare but him that's far away ! 
On the seas y &c- • - 



A - to » 



H 



At the s^i^^s-mtdoight; hour. 
When winter rules with boundless power; 
As the storms the forest tear. 
And thunders rend the howling air. 
Listening to the doubling roar. 
Surging on the rocky shore. 
All I can — I weep and pray, • ^ 

For his weal that's far away. 
On the seasy &c. 

Peace, thy olive wand extend. 

And bid wild war his ravage end, 

Man with brother man to meet. 

And as a brother kindly greet : 

Then may heaven with prosperous gales, ^ 

Fill my sailor's welcome sails. 

To my arms their charge convey. 

My dear lad that's far away. 

On the seas. &c, . 



« «' 



, . '.. t » • 



I give you leave to abuse this song, . but 'do^ it 
in the spirit of christiaa meekness* ■ * 

No. 
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No. LV^ 



Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 



Edinburgh, iQth Sept. 179«> 
MY DEAR SIR, 

You have anticipated my opinion of 
On the seas and far away ; I do not think it one 
of your very happy productions, though it cer- 
tainly contains stanzas that are worthy of all ac- 
ceptation. 

The second is the least to my liking, particu- 
larly, ** Bullets, spare my only joy." Confonpd 
the bullets ! It might, perhaps, be objected, to 
the third verse, " At the starless midnight hour," 
that it has too much grandeur of imagery^ and 
that greater simplicity of thought would have 
better suited the character of a sailor's sweet- 
heart. The tune, it must be remembered, is of 
the brisk, cheerful kind. Upon the whole, there- 
foreji ifi my humble opinion, the song would be 
better adapted . to the tune, if it consisted only 
of the first and last verses, with the chorusses. 

JHo. 



-v 
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No. LVL 



Mb. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



Sept. 1794* 

I SHALL withdraw my. On the seas and 
far away, altogether : it is unequal, and unwor- 
thy the work. Making a poem is like begetting 
a son : you cannot know whether you have a 
wise man or a fool, until you produce him to the 
world to try him. 

For that reason I send you the offspring of my 
brain, abortions and all; and, as such, pray 
lopk over them, and forgive them, and bum 
them.^ I am flattered at your adopting Ca* 

the 



■*l ——■——**— —^i^W.i»——*——— 



* This Virgilian order of the poet should, I diink, be 
disobqred with respect to the soi^ in question, the second 
stamn excepted. Note by Mr. Thamstm. 

Docton differ. Tb6 objection to the second stanza 
doe»iK>t strike the Editor. Ei 



)€0 

the yazves to the knowesy as it was owing to me 
that ever it saw the light. About seven years 
ago I was well acquainted with a worthy little 
fellow of a clergyman^ a Mr. Clunie^ who sung 
it charmingly ; and, at my request, Mr. Clarke 
took it down from his singing. When I gave it 
to Johnson, I added some stanzas ta th^ song, 
and mended others, but still it will not do for 
you. In a solitary stroll which I took to-day, I 
tried my hand on a few pastoral lines, following 
up the idea of the chorus, which I would pre- 
serve. Her^ it is, with all its crudities and im- 
perfectiohi^ on its head. 



CHORUS. 

Ca^ the yowes to the knowesy 
CcH them whare the heather growes^ 
C(C them whare the bumie rowes. 
My bonnze dearie. 

Hark, the mavis* evening sang 
Sounding Clouden's woods amang ;^ 
Then a faulding let us gang. 
My bonnie dearie. 
Ca* the^ &c. 

We'll 



, * The river Clouden^ or Cluden, a tributary stream t^ 
the With. . ^. 



1^1 

We'll gae down by Clouden side. 
Thro' the hazels spreading wide. 
O'er the waves that sweetly glide 
To the moon sae clearly. 
Ca' the, &c. 

Yonder Clbuden's isnient towers, ' 
Where at moonshine midnight hours. 
O'er the dewy bending flowers. 
Fairies dance sae cheery. 
Ca* the, &c. 

Ghaist nor bogle shalt thou fear; 
Thou'rt to love add heaven sae dear^ 
Nocht ^f ill may come thee near, 
' My bonnie dearie. 
Ca' the, &c. 

Fair and lovely as thou art. 
Thou hast stown my very heart ; 
I can die — ^but canna part, 
My bonnie dearie. 
Ca' the, &c. 



I shall give you my opinion of your other 
ewly adopted songs my first scribbling fit. 

VOL. IV. M No. 
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No. LVII. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



Sept. 1794. 

Do you know a blackguard Irish song 

called Onagh's Water-fatl? The air is charming^ 
and I have often regretted the want of decent 
verses to it. It is too much, at least for my 
humble rustic muse, to expect that every effort 
of her's shall have merit ; still I think that it is 
better to have mediocre verses to a favourite air, 
than none at all. On this principle I have all 
along proceeded in the Scots Musical Museum, 
and as that publication is at its last volume, I 
intend the following song, to the air above-men- 
tioned, for that work. 

If it does not suit you as an editor, you may 
be^ pleased to have verses to it that you can s|tng 
before ladies. 

SHE 
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SHE SAYS SHE LO'ES ME BEST OF A\ 



Tune-rr^' Onagh's Water-fall. 



99 



Sae flaxen were her ringlets. 

Her eye-brows of a darker hue, 
Bewitchingly o'er-arching 

Twa laughing een o' bonnie blue. 
Her smiling sae wyling. 

Wad make a wretch forget his woe ; 
What pleasure, what treasure. 

Unto these rosy lips to grow : 
Such was my Chloris' bonnie face. 

When first her bonnie face I saw. 
And ay my Chloris' dearest charm. 

She says she lo'es me best of a*. 

Like harmony her motion ; 

Her pretty ancle is a spy 
Betraying fair proportion. 

Wad make a saint forget the sky. 
Sae warming, sae charming. 

Her faultless form and gracefu* air ; 
Ilk feature — auld nature 

Declared that she could do nae mair : 

M 2 Hers 
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Her's are the willing chains o* love. 
By conquering beauty's sovereign law; 

And ay my Chloris' dearest charm^ 
She says she lo'es me best of a\ 

Let others love the city. 

And gaudy shew at sunny noon ; 
Gie me the lonely valley. 

The dewy eve, and rising moon 
Fair beaming, and streaming. 

Her silver light the boughs amang ; 
While falling, recalling. 

The amorous thrush concludes his sang: 
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove 

By wimpling burn and leafy shaw. 
And hear my vows o' truth and love. 

And say thou lo'es me best of a\ 



Not to compare small things with great, my 
taste in music is like the mighty Frederick of 
Prussia's taste in painting : we are told that he 
frequently admired what the connoisseurs deoried, 
and always without any hypocrisy confessed his 
admiration. I am sensible that my taste in music 
must be inelegant and vulgar, because people of 
undisputed and cultivated taste can find no merit 
in my favourite tunes» Still, because I am cheaply 

pleased. 
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pleased^ is that any reason why I should deny 
myself that pleasure ? Many of our strathspeys 
ancient and modem, give me most exquisite en- 
jirirment, where you and other judges would 
probably be shewing disgust. For instance, I am 
JBSt now making verses for Bothemurche^s Rant, 
an air which puts me in raptures; and in fact, 
unless I be pleased with the tune, I never can 
make verses to it. Here I have Clarke on my side, 
who is a judge that I will pit against any of you. 
Bothemurche, he sajrs, is an air both original and 
beautiful ; and on his recommendation I have 
taken the first part of the tune for a chorus, and 
the fourth or last part for the song. I am but 
two stanzas deep in the work, and possibly you 
may think, and justly, that the poetry is as little 
worth your attention as the music. ^ 

I have begun anew. Let me in this ae night, 
Do.you think that we ought to retain the old 
chorus ? I think we must retain both the old 
chorus and the first stanza of the old song. I do 
not altogether like the third line of the first 
stanza, but cannot alter it to please myself. I 
am just three stanzas deep in it. Would you 

have 



* In the origiQal follow here two stanzas of a song, be* 
gbaiag ^^ Lassie wi' the lint-white locks \^ which wiQ be 
fond at fiiU length afterwaids, p. 19^. E. 



/ 
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have the denouement to be successful or other* 
wise ? should ifehe ^* let him in'* or not ? 

Did you not once propose The Sow*s Tail to 
Geordie^ as an air for your work ? I am quite 
delighted with it; but I acknowledge that is no 
mark of its real excellence. 1 once set about 
verses for it, ^hich I meant to be in the alter- 
nate way of a lover and his mistress chanting 
together. 1 have not the pleasure of knowing 
Mrs. Thomson's christian name, and yours I am 
afraid is rather burlesque for sentiment^ else I 
had meant to have made you the hero and he- 
roine of the Ujttle piece^ 

How do you like the following epigram, 
which I wrote the other day on a lovely young 
girl's recovery from a fever ? Doctor Maxwell 
was the physician who seemingly saved her from 
tlie grave ; and to hin^ I address the following. 



Tp Dr. Maxzvell, on Miss Jessy Sltaig^s Rficapety. 

lylAXWELL, if merit here you crave. 

That merit I deny : 
You save fair Jessy from the grave ! 

An angel could not die. 

God grant you pi»tiencc with this stupid epistle ! 

No. 
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No. LVIII. 



Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 



I PERCEIVE the sprightly muse is now 
attendant upon her favourite poet, whose xvood- 
notes wild are become as enchanting as ever. She 
says she lo'es me best of a\ is one of the plea- 
santest table songs I have seen, and henceforth 
shall be mine when the song is going round. Til 
give Cunningham a copy ; he can more power- 
fully proclaim its merit. I am far from under- 
valuing your taste for the strathspey music \ on 
the contrary, I think it highly animating and 
agreeable, and that some of the strathspeys, when 
graced with such verses as yours, will make very 
pleasing songs, in the same way that rough 
Christians are tempered and softened by lovely 
woman, without whom, you know, they had 
been brutes. 

I am clear for having the Sow^s Taily particu- 
larly as your proposed verses to it are so ex- 
tremely promising. Geordie, as you observe, is a 

. name 
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name only fit for bnrlesqae composition. Mn, 
Thomson's name (Katharine) is not at all poeti- 
cal. Retain Jeanie therefore^ and make the other 
Jamie^ or any other that sounds agreeably. 

Your Ca* the ewes is a predoos little mor- 
cean. Indeed I am perfectly astonished and 
charmed with the endless variety of your fancy. 
Here let me ask you^ whether you never seri- 
ously turned your thoughts upon dramatic writ- 
ing ? That is a field worthy of your genius, in 
which it might shine forth in all its splendour. 
One or two successful pieces upon the London 
stage would make your fortune. The rage at pre- 
sent is for musical dramas : few or none of those 
which have appeared since the Duenna^ possess 
much poetical merit : there is little in the con- 
duct of the fable, or in the dialogue, to interest 
the audience. They are chiefly vehicles fi>r mu- 
sic and pageantry. I think you might produce 
a comic opera in three acts, which would live by 
the poetry, at the same time that it would be 
proper to take every assistance firom her tuneful 
sister. Part of .he songs of course would be to 
our favourite Scottish airs ; the rest might be left 
to the London composer — Storace for Druiy- 
lane, or Shield for Covent-garden : both of them 
very able and popular musicians. I believe that 
interest and manoeuvring are often necessary to 
have a drama brought on : so it may be with the 

nmmby 



ttamby pamby tribe of flowery scribblers; but 
were you to address Mr. Sheridan himself 1^ 
letter, and send him a dramatic piece, I am per<« 
maded he would, for the honour of genius, give 
it a fair and candid trial. Excuse me for ob- 
truding these hints upon your consideration.^ 



No. LIX. 

Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 

r 

Edinburgh, I4ith Oct. 1794 

1 HE last eiglit days have been devoted 
to the re-examination of the Scottish collections. 
I have read, and sung, and fiddled, and consi- 
dered, till I am half blind, and wholly stupid. 
iThe few airs I have added, are enclosed. 

Feter Pindar has at length sent me all the 

songs 



* Our bard bad before received die same advice, and 
cetiaiid; took it so Ieut islo ccmidewkioD, as to have cast 
about for a subject. £• 
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mngs I esrpected from him, which are in general 
elegant and beautiful. Have you heard of a 
London collection of Scottish airs and songs,' 
just published by Mr. Ritson, an Englishman ? I 
shall send you a copy. His introductory essay 
on the subject is curious, and evinces great read* 
ing and research, but does not decide the question 
as to the origin of our melodies ; though he shews 
clearly that Mr. Tytler, in his ingenious disser- 
tation, has adduced no sort of proof of the hy- 
pothesis he wished to establish ; and that his 
classification of the airs according to the seras 
when they were composed, is mere fancy and 
conjecture. On John Pinkerton, Esq. he has 
no mercy i but consigns him to damnation ! He 
snarls at my publication, on the score of Pindar 
being engaged to write songs for it ; uncandidly 
and unjustly leaving it to be inferred, that the 
songs of Scottish writers had been sent a-pack« 
ing to make room for Peter's ! Of you he speaks 
with some respect, but gives you a passing hit 
or two, for daring to dress up a little, some old 
foolish songs for the Museum. His sets of the 
Scottish airs are taken, he says, from the oldest 
collections and best authorities ; many of them> 
however, have such a strange aspect, and are 
so unlike the sets which are sung by every per- 
son of taste, old or young, in town or country, 
that we can scarcely recognize the features of 
our favourites. By going to the oldest collec- 
tions 



171 

tions of our music, it does not follow that we 
find the melodies in their original state. These 
melodies had been preserved, we know not how 
long, by oral communication, before being col- 
lected and printed ; and as different persons sing 
the same air very differently, according to their 
accurate or confused recollection of it, so. even 
supposing the first collectors to have possessed 
the industry, the taste and discernment to choose 
the best they could hear, (which is far fi'om cer- 
tain) still it must evidently be a chance, whe- 
ther the collections exhibit any of the melodies 
in .the state they were first composed. In select- 
ing the melodies for my own collection, I have 
been as much guided by the living as by the dead. 
Where these differed, I preferred the sets that 
appeared to me the most simple and beautiful^ 
and the most generally approved ; and without, 
meaning any compliment to my own capability 
of choosing, or speaking of the pains I have 
taken, I flattier myself that my sets will be found 
equally freed from vulgar errors on the one 
haii4> »nd affected graces oiji the other^ 



No, 



* 



172 



No. LX. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



mh October, 1794. 
MY DEAR FRIEND^ 

By this morning's post I have your list^ 
and, in general, I highly approve of it. I shall, 
at more leisure, give you a critique on the 
whole. Clarke goes to your town by to-day's 
fly, and I wish you would call on him and take 
bis opinion in general : you know his taste is a 
standard. He will return here again in a week 
or two ; so, please do not miss asking for him. 
One thing I hope he will do, persuade you to 
adopt my favourite, Craigie-bum Wood, in your 
selection : it is as great a favourite of his as of 
mine. The lady on whom it was made is one 
of the finest women in Scotland; and in fact 
fentre nous) is in a manner to me what Sterne's 
Eliza was to him — a mistress^ or friend, or 

what 
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what you will^ in the guileless simplicity of Pla- 
tonic love. (Now don't put any of your squint- 
ing constructions on this, or have any ctishma- 
claiver about it among our acquaintances.) 1 as- 
sure you that to my lovely friend you are indebt- 
ed for many of your best songs of mine. Do 
you think that the sober, gin-horse routine of 
existence, could inspire a man with life, and 
love, and joy — could fire him with enthusiasm^ 
or melt him with pathos, equal to the genius of 
your book ? No ! no ! — Whenever I want to be 
more than ordinary in song ; to be in some de- 
gree equal to your diviner airs ; do you imagine 
I fast and pray for the celestial emanation? 
Tout au contraire ! I have a glorious recipe j the 
very one that for his own use was invented by 
the divinity of healing and poetry, when erst 
he piped to the flocks of Admetus. I put my- 
self in a regimen of admiring a fine wom^n ; 
and in proportion to the adorability of her 
charms, in proportion you are delighted with 
my verses. The lightning of her eye is the god- 
head of Parnassus, and the witchery of her smile 
the divinity of Helicon ! 

To descend to business ; if you like my idea 
of. When she cam ben she bobbit, the following 
stanza of mine, altered a little from what they 
were formerly when set to another air^ may per- 
haps do instead of worse staoMS* 

SAW 



1^4 



SAW YE MY PHELY. 



f Quasi dicat Phillis.J 



Tune — '' When she cam ben she bobbit/' 

O saw ye my dear, my Phely ? 
O saw ye my dear, my Phely ? 
She's down i' the grove, she's wi* a new love. 
She winna come hame to her Willy. 

What says she, my dearest, my Phely ? 
What says she, my dearest, my Phely? 
She lets thee to wit that she has thee forgot, 
. And for ever disowns thee her Willy. 

O had I ne*er seen thee, my Phely ! 
O had I ne'er seen thee, my Phely ! 
As light as the air, and fause as thou's fair, 
Thou's broken the heart o' thy Willy. 



Now for a few miscellaneous remarks. The 
Porie^ (in the Museum) is my composition; the 

air 



I 
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air was taken down from Mrs. Bums's voice.^ 
It is well known in the West Country, but the 
old words are trash. By the by, take a look 
at the tune again, and tell me if you do not think 
it is the original from which Roslin Castle is 
composed. The second part, in particular, for 
the first two or three bars, is exactly the old air. 
Strathallari! s Lament is mine ^ the music is by 
our right trusty and deservedly well- beloved 
Allan Masterton. Donocht-Head is not mine; 
I would give ten pounds it were. It appeared 
first in the Edinburgh Herald; and came to the 
editor of that paper with the Newcastle post- 
mark on it.f Whistle o'er the lave oU is mine : 

the 



* The Posie will be found afterwards. This, and the 
other poems of which he speaks, had appeared in John-r 
son's Museum, and Mr.T. had iu^uired whether they 
were our bard*s. . E. 

f The reader will be curious to see this poem, so highly 
praised by Bums. " Here it is. 

Keen blaws the wind o'er Doilocht-Head, Y^) 
The saaw drives snelly thro' the dale. 

The Gaber-lunzie tiris my sneck, 
And shiverii^ tells his Waefu' tale. 

^' Cauld 



(a) A mountain in the North. £. 
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the music said to be by a John Brace, a ode* 
brated violin player in Dumfries, about the be» 
ginning of this century. This I know, Bruce» 
who was an honest man, though a red-wud 
Highlaodman, constantly claimed it; and by 



^' Gsnld is the nq^t, O let me in, 
^^ And dinna let your minttrel fa*, 

^ And dinna let his winding sheet 
^' Be naetfaing but a wreath o'snaw. 

'' Full ninety ¥nnter8 hae I seen, 

^' And pip'd where gor-cocks whirrii^ flew, 
^' And mony a day I've danc'd, I ween, 

^^ To lilts which from my drone I blew." 
!My Eppie wak'd, and soon she ciy'd, 

' Get up guidman, and let him in ; 
^ For weel ye ken the winter night 

' Was short when he b^an his din/ 

My Eppie's voice, O wow it's sweet, 

Even tho* she bans and scaulds a wee ; 
But when it's tun'd ta sorrow's tale, 

O, haith, its doubly dear to me ! 
0>me in, auld carl, I'll steer my fire, 

rU make it bleeze a bonnie flame ; 
Your bluid is thin, ye've tint the gate. 

Ye should nae stray sae £Bur frae hame* 



<<Nie 



all the old musical people here^ is believed to be 
the author of it. 

Andrew and his euity €uh. Th^ song to 
which this is set in the Museum is mine^ and 
was composed on Miss Euphemia Murra^> of 
Lintrose^ comlbonty and deservedly called the 
Flower of Strathmore. ' 

How long and dreary is the Night ! I met 
with some such words in a collection of songs 
somewhere^ which I alt^ed and enlarged; and 
to please you, and to suit your favourite air, I 
have taken a stride or two across qay room^ and 
have arranged it ane w^ 9^ you wUl find on the 
other page. 

Tune 



** Nae hame have I/^ the minstrel said^ 
** Sad party-strife o'ertorned my ha' ; 

** And, weeping at the eve of life, 
** I wander thro' a wreeth o' snaw ." 

This affectiiq(')po6iB is apparently incomplete. The au- 
thor need not be ashamed to own himsiif. ll is worthy of 
Bums, or of Macneill. E. 

. VOL. IV. N 
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,r •. ■! 



Tuner— 'f Cauld Kau. in. ABERPKEIJI.^' 



I • .i 



How long and dreary is. the n^ight^ 
When I am frae my. dearie I 

I restless lie frae e'en to morn, 
Tho' I were ne-er sae weary. 

CHORUS. 

For ohf her Idnely nights are lang; 

And oh, her dreams are eerie ; 
And oh, her widowed heart is sair, 

TTiat^s absent frae her dearie. 



When I think on the lightsome days 
I spent wi* thee, my dearie ; 

And now what seas ^between us roar^ 
How can I be but eerie ? 
For oh, Xc. 

How slow ye move, ye heavy hours ; 

The joyless day how dreary ! 
It was nae sae ye glinted by. 

When I was wi* my dearie. 
Forfih, SCc. 



': " 



, w 
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Tell me hqW you likq this, . I diffef from your 
idea of the expression of the tune.. There is, to 
me, a great, deal of tencjerness in it. You can- 
not, in my opinion, dispense with a bass to your 
addenda airs. A lady of my acquaintance, a 
noted performer, plays : and sings at the, same ^ 
time so charmingly, that; I shall never bear to 
see any of h^r songs sent into the; world, as 
naked as Mr. What-d*ye-call-um has done in his 
London collection.* 

These English songs gravel me to death. I 
have not that command of the language that I 
have of my native tongue. I have been at 
Duncan Gray, to dress it in English, but all I 
can do is deplorably stupid. For instance : 



Tune—'^ Duncan Gray." 



Let not woman e'er complain 

Of inconstancy in love ; 
Let not. woman e'er complain , . 

Fickle man is apt to rove : 

N 2 Lopk 



• Mr. Ritwn. E. 



ISO 

Look abroad through Nature's range. 
Nature's mighty law is change 5 
Ladies, would it not be strange, 
Man should then a monster prove ? 

Mark the winds, and mark the skies ; 

Ocean's ebb, and ocean's flow : 
Sun and moon but set to rise. 

Round and round the seasons go. 

a 
I 

Why then ask of silly man. 
To oppose great Nature's plan ? 
We'll be constant while we can-— 
You can be no more, you know. 



Since the above I have been out in the country 
taking a dinner with a friend, where I met with 
the lady whom I mentioned in the second page 
in this odds-and-ends of a letter. As usual I 
got into song ; and returning home I composed 
the following : 



The 
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The Lover's Morning Salute to his Mistress. 



Tune-^' Deil TAK the Wars." 



Sleep'st thou, or wak'st thou, fairest creature $ 

Rosy morn now lifts his eye. 
Numbering ilka bud which Nature 

Waters wi* the tears o* joy : 

Now thro' the leafy woods. 

And by the reeking floods. 
Wild Nature's tenants, freely, gladly stray ; 

The lintwhite in his bower 

Chants o*er the breathing flower ; 

The lav'rock to the sky 

Ascends wi* sangs o* joy. 
While the sun and thou arise to bless the day,*^ 

Phoebus 



MM**^^^ 



* Variation. Now to the streaming fountain, 

Or up the headiy mountain, 
Tke hart, hind, and roe, freely, wildly-wanton stray ; 
In twuung hazel bowers 
His lay the linnet pours ; 
The laf'rock, tu. E. 



Fhcebus gilding the brow o' morning. 

Banishes ilk darksome shade, 
Nature gladdening and adorning ; 

Such to me my lovely maid. 

When absent frae my fair. 

The murky shades o' care 
With starless gloom o'ercast my bu1I«q sky 

But when in beauty's light. 

She meets my ravish'd sight. 

When through my very heart 

Her beaming glories dart j 
Tis then 1 wake to life, to light, and joy.* 



If you honour my verses by setting the 
them, I wilt vamp up the' old song, and mi 
English enough to be understood. 

lei 



• Variation. When free my Chloris parted, 
Sad, cheerless, broken-hearted, 
The night's gloomy shades, cloudy, dark, o'ercast i 
But when she charms my'sight, 
In pride of beauty's light; 
When thro' my very heart 
I{« beaming glories dart ; 
rris then, 'tis then I wake to life and joy. 
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I enclose you a -musical coribsity^ an' East 
Indian air, which you would swear was' a Scot- 
tish one.^ I know' the authenticity of it, 'as the 
gentleman who brought it over- is a particular 
acquaintance of mine. Do preserve me the 
copy I send you, as it is the only one I have. 
Clarke has set a base to it, and I intend putting 
it into the Musical Museum. Here follow the 
verses I intend for it. 



THE AULD MAN. 



But lately seen in gladsome greens ^ 

The woods rejoice the day. 
Thro* gentle showers the laughing flowers 

In double pride were gay : 
But now our joys are fled. 

On winter blasts awa ! 
Yet maiden May, in rich array. 

Again shall bring them a\ 

But my white pow, nae kindly thowe 

Shall melt the snaws of age ; 
My trunk of eild, but buss or bield. 

Sinks in time's wintry rage. 

Oh, 



/ 



Ob, ^ b«8-weacy ^ayi» 
Aod nights o' $l^pless pain ! 

Thou golden time o' youlhfu' prime. 
Why com'st thou not iagaip 1 



I would be obliged to you if you would pro- 
cure me a sight of Ritson's collection of £ngUsh 
songs, which you mention in your letter. I will 
thank you for another informatiou^ and that as 
speedily as you please: whiether this miserable 
drawling hotchpotch epistle has not completely 
tired you of mjr correspondsnce ? i ^ 



I 

t 



No. 



ow 
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Ml. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 



Edinburgh, ilth October, 1794. 

J 4M seosable, my dear friend> that a 
gonniBe poet oait no more e^isi without his 
nnrtress than his meut. X wish I knew the 
adorable abe, whose bright eyea and witching 
smiles have so often enraptured the Scottish bfur^ 1 
that I might drink her sweet health when the 
(oast is going romid. Craigie4mm^9fp$od must 
certainly be adopted into my family^ since she if 
1h« object of the song; but in the name of de» 
cency I must beg a ndw ehorus verse from yop. 
O to he lying beyond thee dearie, is perhaps a 
consummation to be wished^ but will not do for 
singing in the company of ladies. The songs in 
your last will do you lasting credit, and suit the 
respective airs charmingly. I am perfectly of 
your opinion with respect to the additional airs. 
The idea of sending them into the world naked 
as they were born was ungenerous. They must 
')♦' all 
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all be clothed and made decent by our. friend 
Clarke. 

I find I am anticipated by the friendly Cun- 
ningham in sending you Ritson's Scottish col- 
lection. Permit me, therefore, tolpresenl you 
with his English collection, which you will re- 
ceive by the coach. I do not find his historical 
essay on Scottish song interesting. Your anec- 
dotes and miscellaneous remarks will, I am sure, 
be much more so. Allan has just sketched a 
charming design from Maggie Lauder. She is 
dancing with such spirit as to electrify -the piper, 
who seems almost dancing too, while he is play^ 
ing with the most exquisite glee. - I am much 
inclined to get a small copy, and to have it en< , 
graved in the style of Ritson's prints. 

P. S. Pray what do your anecdotes say con- 
cerning Maggie Lauder f was she a real person- 
age, and of what rank ? You would surely spier 
fw her if you ca*d at Anstruther town^ . 
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No. LXII. 



Mr. BURNS to Mr. THOMSON. 



November, 1794. 

Many thanks to you, my dear Sir, for 
your present: it is a book of the utmost im* 
portance to me. I have yesterday begun my 
anecdotes, &c. for your work. I intend draw- 
ing it up in the form of a letter to you, which 
will save me from the tedious dull business of 
systematic arrangement. Indeed, as all I have 
to say consists of unconnected remarks, anec- 
dotes, scraps of old songs, &c., it would be im- 
possible to give the work a beginning, a middle, 
and an end, which the critics insist to be ab- 
solutely necessary in a work.* In my last, I 
told you my objections tp the song you had 

selected 



* It does not appear \vhether Burns completed these 
anecdotes^ &c. Something of the kind (probably the hide 
draughts) was fonnd amongst his papers, and appears in 
vol. ii. £. 
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selected for My Lodging is an the cold Ground. 
On my visit the other day to my fair Chloris 
(that is the poetic name of the lovely goddess of 
my inspiration), she suggested an idea, which I, 
in my return from the visit, wrought into the 
following song. 



My Chloris, mark how green the groves. 
The primrose banks how fair; 

The balmy gales awake the flowers^ 
And wave thy flaxen hair. 

Tlie lav'rock shuns the palace gay. 

And o'er the cottage sings : 
For nature smiles as sweet, I ween. 

To shepherds as to kings. 

Let minstrels sweep the skilfu' string 

In lordly lighted ha' ; 
The shepherd stops his simple reed. 

Blithe, in the birken shaw. 

The princely revel may survey 

Our rustic dance wi' scorn ; 
But are their hearts as light as ours 

Beneath the milk^-white thorn i 



Tto 
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nft^plierd^ in the flowery glen, 
In shepherd's phrase will woo : 
The courtier tells a finer tale. 
But is his htert as true I 

4 

.1 

t 

lliese wild- wood flowers I've pu'd» to^ deck 

That spotless breast o' thine : 
The courtier's gems may witness love-^-^ 

But 'tis na lore like mine. 'f 



How do you like the shhpKcity and ten^cfr^ 
ness of this pastoral ? I think it pretty well: 

I Hke you for entering so candidly and i;o 
kindly into the story of Ma chere Amie. I a»-^ 
sure you I was never more in earnest in my life,^ 
than in the account of that affair which I 'tent 
you in my last.— Ck>njugal love is a passion whicfH 
I deeply feel, and liighly venerate j but, soMe* 
how, it does not make such a figure-ia poesy as 
that other sp^ecies of the passion. 



cc 



Where Love is liberty, and Nature law." 



Musically speaking, the first is an instrument of 

which the gamut is scanty and confined, but 

the tones inexpressibly sweet; while the last has 

* powers 
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powers equal to all the inteillectuaj modulations 
of the humaasoul. .'Still, I am a very poet in 
my enthusiasm of the pasdion. The welfare and 
happiness of the beloved object is the first and 
inviolate sentiment that pervades my soul ; and 
whatei^er ple&sures I might wish for, or what- 
ever might be the raptures they would give me, 
yet, if they interfere with that first principle, ' it 
is having these pleasures at a dishonest price; 
and justice forbids, and generosity disdains the 

purchase! *♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

• • • • • • 

Despairing of my own powers to give you va- 
riety enough in English songs, I have bisea turn- 
ing over old collections, to pick out songs, of 
which the measure is something similar to what 
I want; and, with a little alteration, so as to suit 
the rhythm of the air exactly, to give you .them 
for your work. Where the songs have hitherto 
been but little noticed, nor have ever been set to 
music, I think the shift a fair.pne. A.so^g^ 
which, under the same first verse, you will find 
in Ramsay's Tea-Table Miscellany, I have cut 
down for an English dress to your Daintic Davie^ 
as follows : 



SONG. 



m 



i I ' 






SONG. 



:i(> 



AUdred/nom an old English one. 



\ i ^ 



■M 



( ^ 



It was the charming month of Mfty, 
When all the flow'rs were fresh and gay. 
One morning, by the break of day. 
The youthful, charming Chloe ; 



From peaceful slumber-she itrosb^' - 
Girt on her mantle and her hose. 
And o*er the flow'ry mead she goes. 
The youthful, charipiag Chloe. 

CHORUS. 

Lovely was she by the dawn. 

Youthful Chbe, charming Chloe, 

Tripping oW the pearly lawn. 
The youthful, charming Chloe. 

The feathered people, you might see 
Perched all around on every tree. 
In notes of sweetest melody. 
They hail the charming Chloe; 

Till, painting gay thie eastern skies. 
The glorious sun began to rise, 
Out-rivaird by the radiant eyes 
Of youthful, charming Chloe. 
Lovely was she, 8(c. 



Yott 
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You may think meanly of this, but take a look 
at the bombast ori^pal, and you will be sur* 
prised that I have made so much of it. I have 
finished my $ong to Rothemurche^s Rants and 
you have Clarke to consult as to the set of the 
air for singing. 



LASSIE Wr THE LINT-tWHITE LOCKS: 

Tune-—'' RoTHEMURCHE's Rant.*' 

CHORUS. 

Lassie wV the Hnt-white tocks^ 

Bonnie lassie^ artless lassie. 
Wilt thou wV me tent thejhcks. 

Wilt thou be rngf dearie f 

Now Nature deeds the flowery lea. 
And a'Ms young and sweet like the(Q f 
O wilt thou diare its joys wi' me. 
And say thou'lt be my dearie O ? 
Lassie «;ij iHc. 

And when the welcome simmer shower 
Has cheer'd ilk drooping little flower. 
We'll to the breathing woodbine bower 
At sultry noon, my dearie O. 

Lassie wi\ Xc. 

When 
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Wiien Cynthia ligfats, wi* silver ray. 
The weary shearer's hameward way ; 
Thro* yeWow waving fields we'll stray. 
And talk o' love, my dearie O. 
Lassie zvTy 8Cc. 

And when the howling wintry blast 
Disturbs my lassie's midn^ht rest. 
Enclasped to my faithful breast, 
I*fl comfort thee, my dehrie O.^ 

Lassie wP the lint-white locks ^ 
Bonnie lassie ^ artless lassie ! 

Wilt thou wV me tent theflocksy 
Wilt thou be mjf dearie ? 



. This piece has at l^ast the merit of being a 
r^ular pastoral ; the vernal morn, the summer 

noon. 



_ ♦ 

* In some of the MSS. this stanza runs thus : 

And should tfie howling wintry blast 
Disturb my kisie's uudnight rest, 
ril fauld thee to my faithfii' l>re;ast. 
And comfoiTt thee, my dearie O. .E* 

VOL. IV. O 



,,, ^, and the winter 

"'.*^ ^io^^ed. If you like it, 

7 "^ ne0p^^ **^*^ y^^ should set so 

J ji/n ^''^ ^ ^ air, as, Deil tak the Wars^ to 

f^eet, ^ ^u verses. You talk of the silliness 

^f^'^^ father fhy heavens ! the odds is 

of^^\^l Besides, the old long, though 

go^^ (1/ ^^ modernized into the Scottish 

^^^^ Aire i^ originally, and in the early editions, 

^^^^ ll0g low imitation of the Scottish manner, 

ur tb»^ genius Tom D'Urfey : so has no pre- 

asiot^^ to be a Scottish production. There is a 

Dtetty English song by Sheridan, in the Duenna, 

IQ this air, which is out of sight superior to 

p'Urfey's. It begins, 

« 

'^ When sable Dight each drooping plant restoring.'' 

The air, if I understand the expression of it 
properly, is the very native language of simpli- 
city, tenderness, and love. I have again gone 
over my song to the tune as follows :* 

Now 



* See the song in its first and best dress in page 18L 
Our bard remarks upon it^ '^ I could easily throw this into 
'' an English mould ; but to my taste, in the simple and the 
'^ tender of the pastoral song, a sprinkling of the old Scot- 
'^ tish has an inimitable efiect." E. 
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c' Now. for my English song to Nancy* s to ike 
Greenwood, flfc. 



Farewell thou stream that windibg flows 

Around Eliza's dwelling ! 
O memory ! spare the cruel throes 
/ Within my bosom swelling : 
' Condemned to drag a hopeless chain. 

And yet in secret languish. 
To feel a fire in ev'ry vein. 

Nor dare disclose my anguish. 



» ' t 



Love's veriest wretch, unseen, unknown, 

I fain my griefs would cover : 
' The bursting sigh, th*^ unweeting groan. 

Betray the hapless lover. . 
I know thou doom'st me todespair^ 
. Nor wilt, nor canst relieve me ; 
But oh ! Eliza, hear one prayer. 

For pity's sake forgive me ! 

The music of thy voice I heard 
. Nor wist while it enslav'd me ; 
I saw thine eyes, yet nothing fear'd. 

Till fears no more had sav'd me : 
Th' unwary sailor thus i^hast, 
, . The wbeel;ing torrent viewing ; 
'Mid circling horrors sinks at last 
In overwhcli^ipg niin. 

o« Thtce 
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There is an air, T%e Caledonian Hunfs Be^ht, 
to which I wrote a song that yoii wiU find ^ 
Johnson. Ye banks and braes o* bonnie Doon; 
this air, I think, might find a place among your 
hundred, ^ Lear says of his .knights. Do jrou 
know the history of the air ? It is curious ejiough. 
A good many years ago, Mr. James Miller, winter 
in your good town, a gentleman whom possibly 
you know, was in company with our friend Clarke ; 
and talking of Scottish music. Miller expressed 
an ardent ambition to be able to compose aScots 
air. Mr. Clarke, partly by way of joke, told him 
to keep to the black keys of the harpsichord, and 
preserve some kind of rhythm ; and he would 
infallibly compose a Scots air. Certain it is that, 
in a few days, Mr. Millier produced the rudiments 
of an air, which Mr. Clarke, with some touches 
and corrections, fashioned into the tune in ques- 
tion. Ritson, you know, has the same story of 
the Black Kejfs; but this account which I kave 
just given you, Mr. Clarke informed aie of se- 
veral years ago. Now to shew you how difficult 
it is to trace the origin of our airs, I have heard 
it repeatedly asserted that this was an Irish air ; 
nay, I met with an Irish gentleman who affirmed 
he had heard it in Ireland among the old women ; 
while, on the- other hand, a Countess informed 
me, that the finlt person who introduced the air 
into this country, was a baronet^s lady *of her 
acquaintance, who took down the notes from an 

itineraot 
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itinerant piper in the Isle of Man. How difficult 
then to ascertain the truth respecting our poesy 
and music ! I, myself^ have lately seen a couple 
of ballads sung through the streets of Dumfries^ 
with my name at the head of them as the author, 
though it was the first time I had ever seen them. 

I thank you for admitting Craigie^burn-wood ; 
and I shall take care tgiiirnish you with anew 
chorus. In fact, the chorus was not my work, but 
a part of some old verses to the air. If I can catck 
myself in a more than ordinarily propitious mo- 
ment, I shall write a new Craigie-bum-wodd alto- 
gether. My heart is much in the theme. 

* 

I am Mhariijed, my dear ifS^Wy to make tbe re«s 
qneafc ; 'tis dunning yt^ur ge^iecosity ; but in a Ji^yo^ 
ment, when I bad forgotten whether I was riob^ 
or poor, I promised Cbloris a copy of your aoogs* 
it wrings my honest pride to write you this: but 
an ungracious request is doubly sc by a tedioua 
sp<^ogJ- To make you some amends, assooaasK 
I have extracted the necessary information out of 
tbem^ I will return you Ritson's volumes. 

Th^ lady is not a little proud that she is to 
Qiake so distinguished a £|gure in your collection^ 
and I am not a little proud that I have it in my 
power to please her so much. Lucky it is for your 
patience that my paper is done, for whea I am in a 
sqribbling humour, I knoV not when to give over. . 

No, 
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No. LXIII. 



Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 



I5th Kovmber, 1704. 
ICY GOOD SIR, 

Since receiving your last, I hare had 
another interview with Mr. Clarke, and a long 
Consultation. He thinks the Cakdonian Hunt is 
more Bacchanalian than amorous in its nature, 
and' recommends it to you to match the air ac- 
cordingly. Pray did it ever occur to ^yoa how 
peculiarly well the Scottish airs are adapted'for 
verses in the form of a dialogue ? The first part 
of the air IS generally low, and suited for a man's 
voice,' and the second part in many instances 
cannot be sung, at concert pitch; but by a female 
voice. A song thus performed makes an agree- 
able variety, but few of ours are written in this 
form ; I wish you would think of it in some of 
those that remain. The only one of the Icind 
you have sent me is admirable^ and will be ah 
umversal favourite. 

Your 



19^ 

Your verses for Rothemurche are so sweetly 
pastoral^ and your serenade to Chloris, for Deil 
tak the Wars^ so passionately tender, that I have 
sung myself into raptures with them. Your song 
for My lodging is on the cold ground^ is likewise a 
diamond of the first water ; I am quite dazzled 
and delighted by it. Some of your Chlorises I 
suppose have flaxen hair, from your partiality 
for this colour ; else we differ about it ; for J 
should scarcely conceive a woman to be a beauty, 
on reading that she had lint-white locks ! 

Farewell thou stream that windingflows^ I think 
excellent, but it is much too serious to come 
after Nancy: at least it would seem an incon- 
^uity to provide the same air with merry Scot> 
tish and melancholy English verses ! The mor^ 

that the two sets of verses resemble each other in 

' , ... ■ - 

their general character, the better. Those you 
have manufactured for Dainty Davie will answer 
charmingly. I am happy to find you have begun 
your anecdotes : I care not how long they be, for 
it is impossible that any thing from your pen can 
be tedious. Let me beseech you not to use cere- 
mony in telling me when you wish to present 
any of your friends with the songs: the next 
carrier will bring you three copies, and you are 
as welcome to twenty as to a pinch of snuff. 



No, 
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No. LXIV. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



mh Vovmber, 1794. 

You see, my dear Sir, what a punctual 
correspondent I am ; though indeed yoii may 
thaAk yourself for the tedium of my letters, as 
you have so flattered me on my horsemanstitp 
with my favourite hof)by, and have praised the 
grace of his ambling so much, that I am scarcely 
ever bff his back. Fdr instance, jbhis morning, 
though a keen blowing frost, in my' walk before 
breakfast, I finished my diiet Which you were 
pleased to praise so much. Whether I have 
uniformly succeeded, I will not say ; but here it 
is for you, though it is not an hour old. 



Tune 
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Tune—'' The Sow's Tail." 



HE. 

O Philly, happy be that day 
When roving through the gathered hay. 
My youthfu* heart was ^stown away. 
And by thy charms, my Philly. 

ShE. 
O Willy, ay I bless the grove 
Where first I own'd my maiden love. 
Whilst thou didst pledge the Powers above 
To be my ain dear WilJy, 

HE. 

As songsters of the early year 
Are ilka day mair sweet to hear. 
So ilka day to me mair dear 
And charming is my Philly. 

SHE. 

As on the brier the budding rose 
Still richer breathes and fairer blows^ 
So in my tender boson) grows 
The love I bear my Willy. 

HE. 
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The milder sun and bluer sky. 
That crown my harvest cares wi^ joy. 
Were ne'er sae welcome to my eye 
As is a sight o' Philly. 

SHE. 

The little swallow's wanton wing, 
Tho^ wafting o'er the flowery spring. 
Did ne'er to me sic tidings bring. 
As meeting o' my Willy. 

HE. 

The bee that thro' the snnny hour 
Sips nectar in the opening flower, 
C!ompar'd wi' my delight is poor. 
Upon the lips o' Philly. 

SHE. 
The wt>odbine in the dewy weet 
When evening shsides in silence meet. 
Is nocht sae fragrant or sae sweet * 
As is a kiss o' Willy. 

HE. 
Let fortune's wheel at random rin. 
And fools may tyne, and knaves may win 9 
My thoughts are a' bound up in ane. 
And that's my ain dear Philly. 

SHE. 
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SHE. 

What's a' the joys that gowd^caa gie ! 
I care nae wealth a single flie ; 
The lad I love's the lad for me. 
And that's my ain dear Willy. 



Tell me honestly how you like it ; and point 
out whatever you think faulty. . 

• ■ • ■ 

I am much pleased with your idea of singing 
our songs in alternate stanzas^ and regret that 
you did not hint it to me sooner. In those 
that remain, I shall have it in my eye. I re- 
member your objections to the name Philly; 
but it is the common abbreviation of Phillis. 
Sally, the only other name that suits, has to my 
ear a vulgarity about it, which unfits it for any 
thing except burlesque. The legion of Scottish 
poetasters of the day, whom your brother editor^ 
Mr. RiTSON, ranks with me^ as my coeyalsj^ 
&ave always mistaken vulgarity for simplicity: 
whereas, simplicity is as much eloignie from 
vulgarity, on the one hand, as from. affected 
point and puerile conceit on the other. 

I agree with you as to the air^ Craigie^bum* 

toood. 
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wood, that a chorus would in some degree spoil 
the effect; and shall certainly have none in my 
projected song to it. It is not however a case 
in point with Rothemurche; there^ as in Bqifs 
Wife of Aldivaloch, a chorus goes, to my taste, 
well enough. As to the chorus going first, 

m • 

that is the case with Roy's Wife, as well as 
Bothemurche. In fact, in the first part of both 
tunes, the rhythm is so peculiar and irregular, 
and on that irregularity depends so much of 
their beauty, that we muit e'en take them with 
all their wildness, and humour the verse accofd* 
ingly. Leaving out the starting note, in both 
tunes, has, I think, an eflfect that no regularity 
€oald counterbalance the want of. 

« 

y (O Roy's Wife of Aldi valoch. 

1.0 lassie wi' the lint* white locks; 

€mtpar$witK 1?"-^'' ^'^^ °^ Aldivaloch. 

K Lassie wi' the lint- white lockst 

Does not the tameness of the prefixed syllable 
strike you ? In the last case, with the true fuccff 
of genius, you strike at once into the wild ori- 
ginality of the air; whereas in the first insipid 
method, it is like the grating screw of the pins 
before the fiddle is brought into tune. This is 
my taste ; if I am wrong, I beg pardon of the 
cognoscenti. 

The 



The.Caiethnian Hunt is so charmifig,vthat it 
ifincmld make any subject ib a soiig go down; 
but pathos is certainly its native tongue* Scot- 
tish Bacchanalians we certainly watit^ though 
the few we have are excellent. For instance^ 
TodUn HamCi is, for wit and huniouT) an unpa- 
ralleled composition ; atMl uilncfrm? a^ Mscutfy 
Gun, is the work of a master. By the way; are 
you not quite vexed to think that those men of 
genius, for such they certainly were, who com- 
posed our fine Scottish lyrics, shotild bo un- 
known ? It has given me many a heart-aehie. 
Apropos to Bacchanalian songs in Scottish; I 
composed one yesterday, for an air I like much 
— Lumps 0* Pudding. 



: .: . f fe 
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* Contented wi' little, and cantie wi' mair. 
Whene'er 1 forgather wi^ sorrow and care; 
I gie them a skelp, ield they^re creepin atang, 
Wi' a cog o' guid swats, and an auld Scottish sang, 

I whyles claw the elbow o' troublesome thought ; 
But man is a sodger, and life is a faught : 
My mirth and guid humour are coin in my pouchy 
And my Freedom's my. lairdship nae monarch 
dare touch. 



f ■ 



A towmond o' trouble, should that be my. fa'^ 
A night o'. guid fellowship sowthers it a' : . 

When 
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Whea^ at the blitiie end o* our journey at kst,. 

Wha the deil erer thinks o' the road he has past ? 

* ,' . .- . 

.Blind chance, let her snapper and stoyte on her 
way.; ... 

Be-t to nie» be't frae me^ e'en let the jade gae : 
. Comeease, or come travail ; come pleasure, orpain. 
My warst word is — *^ Welcome, and welcome 
again 



Lin I" 



. ; If you do not relish this air, I will send it to 
Johnson. 



Since yesterday's penmanship, I have framed 
a couple of English stanzas, by way of an Eng- 
lish song to Boy's Wife. You will allow . me 
that in this instance, my English corresponds in 

sentiment with the Scottish. 

« 

Camt thou leave me thuSf my Katy f 

7V«e—« Roy's Wipe.** 

■ - • y 

CHORUS. 

Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy f 
Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy f 
Well thou krum^st my aching heart. 
And canst thou leave me thus for pity T 



It 
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Is this thy pfightied^ fomd regaid, : 

Thus cruelly to part^ my Katy ? : 
Is this thy faithful swain's reward—*. 
i Aa aching^ <broken hearty my Katy ? 
Canst thou, 8Cc. 



Farewell ! and ne'er such sorrows tear 
That 6ckle heart of thine> my Katy ! 

Thou may'st find those will love thee dear- 
But not a love like mine, my Katy. ^ 
Canst thou, fcc.* 



.' Jl aW 



Well! 



' *To thia address, in. the chancter of • forsdren lover. 

' ait m W 

a rqply was found on the part of the lac^y aqiopg the 
MSS. of our bard, evidently in a fenale hand-writii^; 
which is doubtless that referred to in p» 1 18 of diis volume. 
The temptation to give it to the public is irrenstible; and 
if^ in so doing, offence should be given to die fair ^audior- 
ess^ the beauty of her verses must plead our excuse. 



^ *.' 



rune— ** Roy's WiFB-'' 



CHOBUS. 



Stay my WUlie'^et believe me, 
Stay ffiy Willie — yet believe me, 
For, ah! thouknonfit nd every pang 
Wad wring my boeam ihoM^t thou leave me. 
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WeU ! I think this, to be done in two or 
three turns across my room^ and with two or 
three pinebes oi Irish Blackguard, is not so ftr 
amiss. You see I am determined to htff e my 
quantum of applause from somebody. » 

TeU 



'#: i 



TeU tne Aat tfioa yet art trae. 
And a' my wrongs shall be forgifen, - 

And when this heart proves huse to thee. 
Yon sun shall cease its course in heaven. 
Stay my Willie, t^c. 

But to diihk I was betrayed, 

IRiat fidsehood e^er our loves shoidd sund^! 
To'take the flowVet to my breast. 

And find the goilefu* serpent under* 
Stay my Willie, Sfc; 

<!!oidfl I hope thou'ddt ne'er deceive. 
Celestial pleasures might I choose 'em, 

Fd slight, nor seek in other spheres 
That heaven I'd find within thy bosom. 
Stay my Willie, t^c. 

It may amuse the reader to be told^ that on this occa- 
non the gentleman and the lady have exchfuiged the dialects 
of their respective countries. The ScbtUsfa bard makes 
hb address in pure English : the reply oi| t^e part of the 
lady; in the Scottish dialect, b, if we mistake not^ by a 
youi^ and beautiful Englishwoman. £• 



■^•9 



-, > 



myrftijend Alliui: (for I am sure that H 
jfffiy vfWEktV^e trifling drcum^nce of being 
fyfown to MiQ ' ftnothisr, to .bei the best friends on 
iMMrti»). JliM I Mukbh SBspeot he has, in his pliUes, 
ig^taedken Ib^ Jfigui^e of the stock and horn., i 
have, ^. lajit^ gotten one; but it is a very rude 
instrument. It is composed of three parts ; the 
stocky which is the hinder thigh-bone of a sheep^ 
such as you see in ja.mutton ham ; the horn, 
which is a common Highland cow's horn, cut 
off at the smaller end, until the aperture be large 
enough to admit tb^ stpd( to be pushed up 
through the horn, until it be held by the thicker 
end of the thigh-bone ; and lastly, an oaten reed 
exactly cut ai^d no]tch,ed,li]cj^ th^t lyl^ch^pu see 
every shepherd-boy have, when the corn-stems 
are green and full-grown. The reed is not made 
fai|t ip the bone, j^t is held by the lips, and 
plays loose in the smaller end of the stock ; while 
the stock, with the horn hanging on fts larger 
•ehd, is held by the hands in playing. . The stock 
^bka six or seven ventiges on the upper side, and 
kme back-ventige, like the common flute. This 
«of Tnihe was made by a man from the braes of 
'Athole, and is exactly what the shepherds wont 
•to usie in that country. 

^ However, either it is not quite properly bored 
ia the holes, or else we have not the art of Wow- 
ing it) rightly -, for we can make little iof it. If 
: yQL. IV. P Mr. 
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Mr. AUttn chooses, I will send him a sigiifc of 
mine ; as I look on myself to be a land of bro- 
ther-brash with him. '* Pride in Poets is mi 
sin ;'' and I will say it, that I look on M r.- AHali 
and Mr. Barns to be the only genuine and red 
painters of Scottish costume in the worUU 



No. LXV. 



Mm. THOMSON to Ma. BURNS. 

ft 

28th November, 1794. 

I ACKNOWLEDGE) my dear Sir, yon are 
not only the most punctual, but the most delec* 
table correspondent I ever met with. To attempt 
flattering you never entered my head ; the truth 
is, I look back with surprise at my impudencei 
in so frequently nibbling at lines and couplets 
of your incomparable lyrics, for which, perhapSi 
if you had served me rights you would have 
sent me to the devil. On the contrary, how- 
ever, you have all along condescended to invite 
iny criticism with so much courtesy, that it 

ceases 



loMittr^tb tie WOi^erf^U if^t biive tbrnetatiiM 
given mysdf the airk of a reviewer. Ycmriast 
budget demands unqualified praise : all the songs 
aoe. charming, but the duet is a, di^ d'amre. 
iitanps 0* Pudding shall certainly make one of 
my family dishes ; you have ccidced it so ciqiith 
iaUy^ that it will please all palates. : Do give us 
A' few more of this cast when you find yourself 
in good spirits ; these convivial songs are more 
wanted than those of the amorous kind, of 
which we have great choice. Besides, one does 
not often meet with a smger capable of giving 
the proper effect to the latter, while the former 
are easily sung, and acceptable to every body. 
I participate in your regret that the authors 6f 
some of our best songs are unknown : it is prb«» 
voking to every admirer of genius* 






I mean to have a picture painted from your 
beautiful ballad^ The Soldier^ s Return, to be en- 
graved for one of my frontispieces. iThe most 
interesting point of time appears to me, when 
she first recognizes her aindear Willie, '* She 
ggz'd, she redden*d like a rose." The three lines 
immediately following are no doubt more im- 
pressive on the reader's feelings; but were the 
painter to fix on these, then you'll observe the 
animation and anxiety of her countenance is 
gone, and he could only represent her fainting 

p2 in 



im^bm wUicr^t . ailiuu But I rabmifc the 
to yoB, and beg yoiir o|iiiii<Mi. 



Alha deiires me to thank yon for yomr acevi 
rate descriptton of the stock and hora^ and tat 
the very gratifying oompKmeat yea pay him m 
conmderhig him wo|rthy of standing in a mdM 
by the side of Burns in the Scottish Pantheon* 
He has seen the rnde instmment you describe^ 
$0 does not want you to send it; bat .wishes to 
know whether yon belie?e it to hare e¥cr been 
generally nsed as a musical pipe by the Scottish 
shepherds, and when, and in what part of the 
country chiefly. I doubt much if it was capa^ 
ble of any thing but routing and roaring. A 
friend of mine says he remembers to have heard 
one in his younger days, made of wood instead 
of your bone, and that the sound was abomi- 
nable. 

Do not. I beseech you. return any bookie 



b 
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Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



December^ 1794* 

It liiy I assure you^ the. pride of. piy 
^MTt, to do any thing to forward^ or add to the 
value of your book ; and as. I agree . with yoa 
that the Jadobite song in the Museum^ to There^U 
neoer he peace till Jamie comes hamcy would not so 
well consort with Peter Pindar's excellent love- 
song to that air^ I have just framed for you the 
feUowing: 

MY NANIE'S AWA. 
Time—" There'll never be peace/' &c- . 

Now in her green mantle blithe nature arrays^ 
And listens the lambkips that bleat o'er the braes. 
While birds warble welcome in ilka green shaw; . 
But to me it's delightless — my Nanie's awa. 

The 
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The snaw-drap and primrose our woodlands 

adorn^ 
And violets bathe in the weet o' the mom ; 
They pain my sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaWy 
They mind me o' Nanie — and Nanie's awa. 

Thou laverock £hat springs frae tlie^ dei^'of the 

lawn. 
The shepherd to warn o' the grey*breaking dawn» 
And thon mellow mavis that hails the night fa,' 
Give over for pity — my Nanie's awa. 

Come, autumn^ sae pensive, in yellow and grey. 
And sooth me wi' tidings o' nature-s decay : 
The dark, dreary winter, and wild-drivipgfiiaWf 
'Alane can delight me-~now Nanie's awt. ^ 



How does this please you ? As to the point 
of time, for the expression, in your proposed 
print from my Soger^s Return, it must cer- 
tainly be at — ** She gaz'd.'* The interesting 
dttbity and suspense, taking possession of fier 
countenance, and the gushing fondness, with a 
mixture of roguish playfulness in his, strike me, 
as things of which a master will make a great 
deal. In great haste, but in great truth, yours. 

No. 
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Mr. burns to Ml. THOMSON. 



Jamury, 1795* 

I FEAR for my songs; however^ a few 
may please, yet originality is a coy feature in 
composition, and in a multiplicity of efforts in 
the same style, disappears altogether. For these 
three thousand years, we, poetic folks, have been 
describing the spring, for instance ; and as the 
spring continues the same, there must soon be 
a sameness in the imagery, &c. of these said 
rhyming folks, 

A great critic, Aikin, on songs, says, that love 
and wine are the exclusive themes for song- 
writing. The following is on neither subject, 
and consequently is no song ; but wHl be allow- 
ed, I think, to be two or three pretty good 
prose thoughts inverted into rhyme. 

FOR 



«l(k 
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FOR A* THAT AND A' THAT. 

Is there, for honest poverty. 

That hangs his head, and a' that ; 
The tt>lHistmm, irtaTp^ \^ |ijr,[ . c. 1 f 

We dare be poor for a' that ! 
For a' that, and a' that, 

Our toil's obscure, ztA a' that. 
The rank is but the guinea's stamp. 

The man's the gowd for a' that. 

What tho' on hamely fare we dine. 

Wear hoddin grey, and a' that; 
Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine^ 

A m^n's a man for a' that ; 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Their tinsel show, and a' that ; 
The honest man, though e'er sae poor, 

Js king o' men for a' that. 

Ye see yon birkie, ca'd a lord, 

Wha struts, and stares, and a' tbat| 
Tho' hundreds worship at his word. 

He's but a coof for a' that : 
For a' that, and a' that, 

His riband, star, and a' that. 
The man of indepeadetit miqd. 

He looks and laughs at a' that, 

A prince 
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A prince tettti niak a belted kntgfet, 

A marquis, duke, ind a* that; 
But an hottest man^^ aboon his mi^t, ' 

Guid faith he niattna fa* that J ^ 
For a' that, and a' that, 

Theif dignities, and a' that. 
The pith o' seWe, and j^Vide o* WbrtK, 

Are highef rdnks than' a' that. 



Then let us pray that ooibe it may, > 

As come it will for a' that. 
That sea^ and Worthy o^er a' the eartliy^- -^ 

May bear the greej and a^ ihat« ^« 1 i 
For a' that, and a' that. 

It's coming yet„ for aVthat, .i »■; : il 
That man to man> the warld o'er, 

JShall brothers be fo? a* that. 



- / - 
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» I dd h«it g4ve^ ywt the fo^egdlfa^ *tfhg for 3«)tit 
book, but merely by way ofvwdtdbaj^ateHei foi^ 
the piece is hot really poetry. How will the fol- 
lowing do for Crai^ie^burri-tioood f , 



Sweet fa's the e?e on Craigie-bum, 
And blithe awakes the morrow^ 

But a' the pride o' spring's return 
Can 3rield me nocht but sorrow. 

I see the flowers and spreading trees, 

I hear the wild birds singing ; 
But what a weary wight can please. 

And care his bosom wringing. 

Fain, fain would I my griefii impart. 

Yet dare na for your anger ; 
But secret love will break my heart. 

If I conceal it langer. 

If thou refuse to pity me. 

If thou shalt love anither. 
When yon green leaves fade frae tfe tre^ 

Around my grave they'll wither.* 

Farewell ! God bless you. 

No. 



* Cniq^e4>iiro-wood is situated on the banks of die rhrer 
Moffat, and about three miles distant from tfie village of 
that name^ celebrated for its medicinal waters. The woods 
of Craigieobum and of Dumcrief, were at one time fiiyour« 
ite haunts of our poet It was there he met the ^' Ijums 
wi' the lint-white locks,'' and that he concdved several of 
hps beautiful Ijrrics. E. 
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Mr. THOMSON ta Mr. BURNS. 



E^nbw^h, aOik Jam. 170S- 
MY DEAR SIR, 

I THANK you heartily for Nanie^s ama^ 
as well as for Craigic^burriy which I think a very 
comely pair. Your observation on the difficulty 
of original writing in a number of efforts, in the 
same style, strikes me very forcibly ; and it has 
again and again excited my wonder to find you 
continually surmounting this difficulty, in the 
many delightful songs you have sent me. Your 
mve la bagatelle song. For a* tiuU, shaUi^uodoubt* 
edly be included in my list. 



No. 



* 
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No. LXI^. 
Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 
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February, 1795. 
Here is another trial at your favourite air. 



Tune—'' Let me in this ae night. 



If 



r 
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O lassie, art thou sleeping yet ^ 
Or Bsft thou wakin, I would wit ? 
For love has bound me hand and foot. 
And I would fain be in^ jo. 

CHORUS. 

let me in this ae nighty 

This de, ae, ae night ; 
For pity*s sake this ae night, 

O rise and let me in, jo. 

Thou hear'st the winter wind and weet, 
Nae star blinks thro' the driving sleet ; 
Tak pity on my weary feet. 
And shield me frae the rain, jo. 
O let me in, tUc. 

The 



The bitter blast tiiaX fonnd me l)law$ 
Unheeded howls, unheeded fa's ; 
The cauldness o' thy heart's the catt3e 
Of a' my ^rief and paio, jo. 

O let me in, 8(c. \ 



HER ANSWER. 

O tell na me o' wind and rain^ 
Upbraid na me wi' cauld disdain ! . ^ 
Gae back the gait ye cam again^ 
I winna let you in^ jo. 

CHORUS. 

/ tell you now this ae nighf. 
This ae, ae, ae night. 

And ancefor a' this ae night, 
I winna let you in, jo. 

The snellest blast, at mirkest hours. 
That round the pathless wand'rer pours^ 
Is nocht to what poor she endures. 
That's trusted faithless man, jo. 
I tell you now. Sic. 



<? *, 



.. T 



The 
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The sweetest flower that deck'd the mead. 
Now trodden like the vilest weed ; 
Let simple maid the lesson read. 
The weird may be her ain, jo. 
IteUyaunow, 8Cc. 

The bird that charm'd his summer-day. 
Is now the cruel fowler's prey ; 
Let witless, trusting, woman say 
How aft her fate's the same, jo. 
I tell ffou now, 8(c. 

I do not know whether it will do. 



f» 



i 
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No. LXX. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



■ > 



EceUfechan, 7tk Feb. 1795. 
MT DEAR THOMSON, 

You cannot haye any idea of the predi* 
cament in which I write to you. In the course 
of my duty as Supervisor (in which capacity I 
have acted of late), I came yesternight to this 
unfortunate, wicked, little village. I have gone 
forward, but snows often feet deep have impeded 
my progress ; I have tried to ^* gae back the gait 
I cam again," but the same obstacle has shut me 
up within insuperable bars. To add to my mis* 
fortune, since dinner, a scraper has been tor- 
turing catgut, in sounds that would have insult- 
ed the dying agonies of a sow under the hands 
of a butcher, and thinks himself, on that very 
account, exceeding good company. In fact, I 
have been in a dileouna, either to get drunk, to 

(brget 



forget these miseries ; or to hang myself^ to get 
rid of them ; like a prudent man (a character 
congenial to my every thou^ht^ word, and deed), 
I, of two evils, have chosen the least, and am, 
very drunk, at your service !* 

I w6itiirtbjiMdryi9^ I 

had not time then to tell yon all I wanted to 
say; and heaven knows, at present I have not 
capacity. 



- - -.' «r- 



Do you know an air — I am sure you must 
know it, We*U gang nae mair to yon town? I 
think, in slowish time, it would make an excel- 
lent song. I am highly delighted with it; and 
iX,yga should think it wprltby oi your Attention, 
I haw a fair dame in my eye tp wihomi I wo«U 
3c^9€crftte it. 



C ' 



As I tun just going to bed, I wish you »: 990^ 



N«. 
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litif • fHOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 



25fA FeMarjf, 1705. 

I HAVE to thank you, my dear Sir, for 
two episites, one containing Let niein this qe nights 
and the other from Ecclefechan, proving^ that 
drunk or sober, your " mind is never muddy/' 
You have displayed' great address in the above 
song. Her answer is excellent, and at the same 
time takes away the indelicacy thsit otherwise 
would have attached to his entreati^^, I like the 
song as it now stands very much. 

I had hopes you would be arrested some days 
at Ecclefechan, and be obliged to beguile the 
tedious forenoons by song-making. It will gfve 
me pleasure to receive the verses you intend for 
O wat ye zvha*s in yon town / 

v6L IV. Q No. 
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No. LXXII. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



ADDRESS TO THE WOOD-LARK. 



ft 



Tune—'^ Where*ll bonnie Ann ue. 
Or, " Loch-Eroch Side/' 



O STAY, sweet warbling wood-lark stay. 
Nor quit for me the trembling spray, 
A hapless lover, courts thy lay. 
Thy soothing fond complaining. 

Again, again that tender part. 
That I may. catch thy melting art ^ 
For surely that wad touch her heart, ^ 
Wha* kills me wi* disdaining. 

Say, was thy little mate unkind. 
And heard thee as the careless wind ? 
Oh, nocht but love and sorrow join'd. 
Sic notes o' woe could wauken. 



Thou 



r 



Thou tells o' never-ending care ; 
O* speechless grief^ and dark despair^ 
for pity's sake» sweet bird^ nae mair ! 
Or my poor he^rt is broken ! 

I^t me know, your very first leisure, how 
you like this song. 



I . 



ON CHLORIS BEING ILL. 

Tune—'^ Ay wakin O." . 

; CHORUS. 

Longy long the night. 
Heavy comes the morrow. 

While my souVs delight. 
Is on her bed of sorrow. 

Can I cease to care ? 

Can I cease to languish ? 
While my darling fair 

Is on the couch ' of anguish ? 
Long^ '&c. 



» »' 



■ 'Sf ^ 



Q 8 Every 
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Every hope is fled^ 
Every fear is terror ; 

Slumber even I dreads 
Every dream is horror* 
Longy &c. 

Hear me, Pow'rs divine ! 

Oh, in pity hear me ! 
Take aught else of mine. 

But my Chloris spare me ! 
Long, &c. 



How do you like the foregoing ? The Irish 
air, Humours of Glen, is a great favourite of 
mine, and as, except the silly stuff in the Poor 
Soldier, there are not any decent verses for it, 
I have virritten for it as follows : 

SONG. 

Tune — " Humours of Glen." 

\ ■• 

Their groves o* sweet myrtle let foreign lands 
reckon. 
Where bright-beaming summers exalt the per- 
fume. 
Far dearer to me yon lone glen o* green breckan, 
Wi' the burn stealing under the lang yellow 
broom. 

Far 



S»9 

Far dearer to me are yon humble broom bowerd. 
Where the blue-bell and gowan lurk lowly 
unseen : 

For there^ lightly tripping amang the wild flowers> 
A listening the linnet^ aft wanders my Jean. 

Tho' rich is the breeze in their gay sunny valleys^ 

And cauld, Caledonia's blast on the watre ; 
Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt the 
proud palace^ 
What are they ? The haunt of the tyrant and 
slave ! 

The slave's spicy forests^ and gold-bubbling 
fountains^ 

The brave Caledonian views wi' disdain ; 
He wanders as free as the winds of his mountains. 

Save love's willing fetters^ the chains o' his Jean. 



SONG. 

TVw— " Laddie, lie near me. 



ff 



'TWAS na her bonnie blue e'e was my ruin ; 
Fair tho' she be, that was ne'er my undoing : 
'Twas the dear smile when naebody did mind us, 
'Twas the bewitching, sweet, stown glance o' 
kindness. 

Sair 



Sair do I fear that to hope is denied 'me, 
Sair do I fear that despair maun abide me;" 
Bat tho' fell fortune should fate us to sever. 
Queen shall she be in my bosom for ever. 






Mary, I'm thine wi' a passion sincerest. 
And thou hast plighted me love the dearest ! 
And thou'rt the angel that never can alter. 
Sooner the sun in bis motion would falter. 

Let me hear from you. 



No. LXxni. 



Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS, 

You must not think, my good Sir, that 
I have any intention to enhance the value of my 
gift, when I say, in justice to the ingenious and 
worthy artist, that the design and execution of 
the Cotter's Saturday Night is, in my opinion, 
one of the happiest productions of Allan^s pen- 
cil. 1 shall be grievously disappointed if yon tire 
Hot quite pleased with it* - . .^ • 



The 
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The figure intended for your portrait, I think 
strikingly like you^as ffr aa I can remember 
your phiz. This should make the piece in* 
teresting to your family every way. Tell me 
whethet ; Mrar* Btalrns findsiyou .out «aaiong the 
figures* 

I cannot express the feeling of admiration 
with which I have read your pathetie Address 
to the Wood'larky your elegant Panegyric on CalC' 
donia;' axid your affecting verses on Ckbfis's ill- 
ness. Every repeated perusal of these gives new 
delight. The other song to ^^ Laddie, lie near 
me," though not equal to these, is very pleas- 
ing. 



tf « 
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Mr. burns to Mr. 7iiON5(»C 



■ * * ■ * . , 



TScn^L^^^ John ANt>EitaoKtfr jo. 



f» 






bH cruel are the par^nts^ . 

Who riches only prize. 
And to the wealthy booby. 

Poor woman sacrifice. 
Meanwhile the hapless daughter 

Has but a choicfe t^ strife ; 
To shun a tyrant father's hate. 

Become a wretched wife. 

The ravening hawk pursuing. 

The trembling dove thus flies. 
To shun impelling ruin 

A while her pinions tries ; 
Till of escape despairing. 

No shelter or retreat. 
She trui^ts the ruthless falconer. 

And drops beneath his feet 

SONG. 






.'i 




r 

■ 

y^qnder ppmp pf jcqrtly fj^Mon* . 

JE^q^iad th? wealthy, ^^ijae4 bn^^ 
l^i^t when OQinp^r'd wit^ real pa^u^?, 

i^Qpr ?s ^ t)J»t pripcfly pri^^^ 

WJh^t i»re ^^e jsliqwy tre^tsufeg ? 

"What are the poi^y pl^sp^a^ 
The gay, gaudy glare of vanity and art : 

The polished jewel's blaze 

May draw the wond'rilig gttl^ 

And courtly grandeur bright 

The fancy may delight. 
But never, never can come near the heart. 

•'.■■. 

But did you see my dearest Chloris, 

Lovely as yonder sweet opening flower is. 
Shrinking from the gaze of day, 

r. P !^IV!1l> ^^^ heart alarming. 
And all resistless charming, [soul ! 

i|i;|j)f e^i delightful fetters she chaiM tile willing 
Ambition would disowa . 
. : The. warld''! imperial crown. 
Even Avariee would deny 
His wor^ipp'di deity, 
nAsA fael thMi- «rv^ iiein Loiie'» reptttiw psIL 

Well! 



JS4 

Well ! this is not amiss. You see how I an- 
8wer your orders :. 3rottr tliilor could not be more 
punctual. I am just now in a high fit for poe- 
tizing, 'provided that the strait jacket of criticism 
don't cure me. If you can in a post or two 
administer a little of the intoxicating portion of 
your applause, it will raise your' humble ser- 
vant's frenzy to any height you want. I am at 
this moment '' holding high converse'' with the 
Muses, and have not a word to throw a#ay on 
such a prosaic dog as you are. 



No. LXXV. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. . 



Ma^, 1795. 

■ 

^ Ten thousand, thanks for .your:;elegant 
present: though I am ashamed>of the value of 
it being bestowed on; a. man whohas notHby any 
means merited such aa instance of kindness. I 
have shewn it to two or .three Judges of the first 
abilities here> and tbey^ all agree with me in dasii^ 

ing 



9BS 

iog it as a first-rate production. My phiz is sac 
kenspecklcy that the very joiner's apprentice whom 
Mrs. Burns employed to break up the parcel (I 
was out of town that day) knew it at once. — 
My most grateful compliments to'Al}aD» who 
has honoured my rustic muse so much with his 
masterly pencil. One strange coincidence is, 
that the little one who is making the felonious 
attempt on the cat's tail^ is the most striking 
likeness of an ill-deedie, d — w'd, wee, rumble-gairie, 
urchin of mine, whom^ from that propensity to 
witty wickedness^ and manfu' mischief^ which9 
even at twa days auld^ I foresaw would form the 
striking features of his disposition^ I named 
Willie Nicol, after a certain friend of mine, who 
is one of the msteters of a grammar-school in a 
city which shall be nameless. 

Give the enclosed epigram to my much- 
valued friend Cunningham, and tell him that on 
Wednesday I go to visit a friend of his, to whom 
his friendly partiality in speaking of me^ in a 
inanner intrdduced me — I mean a well-known 
military and literary character^ Colonel Dirpm. 

You do not tell me how you liked my two 
last songs. Are they condemned i 



No. 



«?6 



No. Lxxvr. 



Mr. THOMSON lo Mr. BURNS. 



ISth Mmf, 1795. 

It gives me great pleasure to find that 
you are all so well satisfied with Mr. Allan's pro- 
duction. The chance resemblance of your little 
fellow, whose promising disposition appeared so 
very early, and suggested whom he should be 
named after, is curious enough. I am acquaint- 
ed with that person, who is a prodigy of learn- 
ing and genius, and a pleasant fellow, though no 
saiqt. 

You really make me blush when you tell me 
you have not merited the drawing from me. I 
do not think I can ever repay you, or sufficient- 
ly esteem and respect you for the liberal and 
kind manner in which you have entered into the 
spirit of my undertaking, which could not have 
been perfected without you^ So I beg you would 
not make a fool of me again, by speaking <^ 
obligation. 

Hike 



' I nkd yoar two lust songs very much^ and am 
happy to find you are in such a high fit of 
poetizing. Long may it last ! Clarke has made 
a fine pathetic air to Mallet's superlative ballad 
of William and Margaret^ and is to give it to me, 
to be enrolled among the elect. 



No. LXXVII. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



In Whistle, and PU come to ye, my lad, 
the iteration of that line is tiresome to my e^tr. 
Here goes what I think is an improvement : 

O whistle, and FU come to ye, my lad ; 
O whistle, and I'll come to ye^. my ladf . 
Tho' father and mother, and a' should gae mad. 
Thy Jeany will venture wi' ye, my lad. 

In fact, a fair dame at whose shmne I^ the 
Priest of the NiQC, ofier up the incense of Par- 
nassus ; a dame whom the Gracea have attired 
in witchcraft^ and whom the Loves have armed 

with 



23a 

with lightniog, a Fair One, herself the beroijAe 
of the song, insists on the anaendment ; and disi 
pate her commands if you dare ! 



#. 



• ••••• • 



SONG. 



Tune—** This is no my ain House." 



•■ CHORUS. 

O ihis.is no^ my ain lassie, .■- ■ . , • , 

Fair tho the lassie be ; 
O toeel ken I my ain lassie^ 

Kind lave is in her e*e. 

I see a form, I see a face. 
Ye weel may wi* the fairest' place : 
It wants, to me, the witching grace. 
The kind love that's in her e*e. 
O this is no, &c. 

V - /■ 

She's bonnie» blooming, straight, and tatl/- 
And lang has had my heart in thrall ; 
And ay it charms my very saul. 
The kind love that's in her e*e. 
O this is no, &c. ' ^ 



• r • 



A thief 



I , ■? 



^9. 

. A thief sae pawkie is mjr Jean^ 
. To steal a blinks /by a* unseen^ , . . 
JBut gleg as light are Joyers eeu^.: , 
When kind love is in the e'e. 
O this is no, &c. 

It may escape the courtly sparks^ 
It may escape the learned clerks ; 
But weel the watching lover marks 



': > 1 



wl -. 



The kiiid lote^thatV in hep -e*fe. 
O this is no, &c. ^ 

'. ■ ■• ■ ' V ■ . ■■ -■ 

Do you know that you have roused the t9r- 
pidity of Clarke at last ? He has requested me to 
write three or four songs for him^ which he is to 
set to music himself. The enclosed sheet, con- 
tains two songs for him^ which please to present 
to my valued friend Cunningham. 



c I 



I enclose the sheet open^ both for your in- 
spection^ and that you may copy the song, O 
bonhie was yon rosy brier. I do not know whe- 
ther I am right ; but that song pleases in^, and 
as it is extremely probable th^tCIarke^b'bewly 
roused celestial spark will be soon smoth€ired'4n 
the fogs of indolence, if you like the song^ it 
may go as Scottish Verses, to the air of / wish 
my lave teas in a mire ; and poor Erskine^s Eng- 
lish lines may follow. 

•- - •• • .. . - ■. 

I enclose 



I enclose jrou> a JPor a* Oata^-a* ^^^IM^ 
was never in print : it is i^ mtfch'superiof itibg 
to mine. I have been told that it was ti6tti- 

.... • 

posed by a lady. 



To Mr. CUNNINGHAM. 

SCOTTISH SONG. 

» 

l^oW .'spring has clad the grove in green» 

Anid strewed the lea wi' flowers : 
The furrow'd, waving com is seen 

Rejoice in fostering showers ; 
While ilka thing in nature join 

Their sorrows to forego, 
O why thus all alone are mine 

The weary steps of woe ! 

The. trout within yon wimpling bum 

G|id^8Wift» a; silver dart. 
And saferben^h the shady thorn- 
. Defies the angler's art : . . , 

My life was ance that careless Bteettm^ 

That wanton trout was I ; 
But love, wi' unrelenting beam^ 

Has scorched my fountains dry. 



The 



Itti 

The little fiow'ret^s peaceful Iot» 

In yonder cliff that grows^ 
Which^ save the Knhet's flighty I wot, 

Nae ruder visit knows^ 
Was mine ; till love, has o'er me pa^t^ 

And blighted aV my bloom. 
And now beneath the wit^ring blast 

My youth and joy consume. 

The waken*d laifrock warbling springs. 

And climbs tiie early sky. 
Winnowing blithe her dewy wings 

In morning's rosy eye ; 
As little reckt I sorrow's power. 

Until the flowery snare 
0* witching love, in luckless hour^ 

Made me the thrall o' cave. 

O had my fate been Greenland snows. 

Or Afric's burning zone, 
Wi' man and nature leagu'd my foeis. 

So Peggy ne'er I'd known ! 
The wretch whase doom is, ^'hope nae ttiair. 

What tongue his woes can tell 1 
Within whase bosom, ^ave despair, 

Nae kinder spirits dwell. 



Vol. IV. R SCOTTISH 






SCOTTISH SONG. 



*,' 
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O BONNIE was yon ro«y brier. 

That blooms sae far frae hamit o^ mtAki 
And bbnnie she, and ah, hbwdearl 

It shaded frae the e^eiiui ran. ' 

Yon rosebuds in the momiiig 6ew^ 
How pure amang the leaves s%e gfMHi 

But purer was the lover -s vow : ., 

They witnessed iu iheir shade jmU t ot H ^ 

All in its rude and i^fickly bowoPi. 

That CFiinsoQ rose^ \!^^v[ i^weet; ^#4. filH'l/ 
But love is fap a aweeter .flower 

Amid life's thorny path o* care. 



• d. • ■ n 
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The pathless wild^ and wimpling }nm^ \ 
Wi* Chloris in my arm?> be min^f , 
And I the worlds nor 7\sh, ^pr ^Q|f»^... 
' )t$ joys aujd griefs. aUke rewgi|« 

• •••••*♦.•,.•, f ■ ' 

§ 

m 

Written on the blank leaf of a copy of the 
last edition of my poems, presented to the IsdjTi 
whom, in so many fictitious reyeries of passion. 



but with thftriKOit.jdr^t iiemtiiQeiits of jml 
friendship^ I have so <¥f^efl^8ii^,.uii4w>he|iame 

of Chloris. . .: :t- .»■! ■..'■\ •-•: ;,.' ■■ i »-, • ;A 



Tis Friendship's pledge, myyoung, fair Friend, 

Nor thou the gift fefiisOf ... 
Nor with unwilling ear attend 

The li^Oi^ikitlg tMkiM. 



SlhtSd thou, in all thy youth and charms^ 

Must bid the world adieu, 
(A world 'gainst peaoe in constant arms) 

To join the friendlylSw/ 

Since, thy gay morn pf^ljfe o'ercast^ 

Chill came the tempest^s lower ; 
(And ne'er misfortune's eastern blast 



/ 



SiHi^ ]i^§'gaf'8WMWfiklkt charm no more» 

Still much is left behind : ' 

Still nobler wealth hast thou in ^re,'. .' ' 



' '. .• -i. 



'•.. ; ■•, 



^JiV'deAirest g^ft of heawti 1)eIo#; 
' TUtte^frieiidihiii^triifeitheatrt' 
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The jbyw ¥«fiii'd of sense iuid t«M6/ > ^ 

With every mme W rove : 
And doubly were the poet blest 

These joys could he improve^ 

■ ■ # ■ • I ■ 1 



Une bagateUe de r amitii. 

COUA, 



No. Lxxvni. 

Mr. THOMSON lo Mk. BURN& 

BdiiUmrgh, S0 Jt^ptdi ma: 
IfT DEAE SIR, 

This will be delivered to you by % Dr. 
Briauton, who has read your works, and pants 
for the honour of your acquaintance I 4a not 
know the gentleman^ but his fiiend, who iHRP^^^ 
tome for this introduction^ b^ng an ez^fjl^nt 
young man, I have no doubt he if WPirtllQr; uf ^Sl 
acceptation. 

Mr 



. 'Mjr ejre* htttBe jinit Umu f1iucldraed» i^id my 
mind feasted^ with nybar ^ kti - puke(*-**fiiil. €f 
pleasant things indeed. What an imagination 
ia joiuai It is suj>erfliious to tellydatliat I^m 
delighted with all the three lM)Agi,lift well d| 
with your elegant and tender verses to Chloris* 

'^^lernf aoiTy ydu should be indoMd to dtdfi 

whistle and I'll come to ye^ fiAf IdS^ M ihe ptdr 
saic line. Thy Jeany will venture wi* ye, my lad. 

1 must be permitted to say, that I do not think 
the latter either reads or sings so well as the 
former. I wish, therefore, you would in my 
name petition the charming Jeany, whoever she 
be, to let the linajr^main un^tered.^ 

I should be happy to see Mr. Clarke produce 
a few airs to be joined to your yvx^s. JSvery 
body f^i^'htlV^ S^ i^^i%-yr every 
body acknowledges his ability to write well. 
Pray was the r^olution .fy^m^ coolly before 

dmner. 



- f -in'! .-' "\ ' '■ • 
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• Tbe Editor, inrho hai Wd tihe Itei^idbW Unsung 
aog it herself in die v^ a|^t,o£ ardi jiifaplici^ l&it it 
le^pures, dunks Mr. Tbonksoi^'s petitiofa dmidrsemMe. If 
we mislake not, this is the same lady who produced the 
liiys ^ Ae tune of JRoy^i Wife, p. 284. E. 



\ 



4wiier» (Mr ww it % midnight, ww vmh t^ » 
bowl of pnhch with the hard ? i >'• 

: . J sbiiU. not f4tt> to gire Mr« (iSttiiiiio^htaai what 



■.J -, .<»|.l, • 'I ■ I * ii:' i .J-^' ' .... 

p. S. The lady's, For a' that and a' that, is 
seDinble etaough,: bat iio mwa tabo cmnpaied to 
jQHra tb«» J %Ck Hercules. . , '\ .. ^- 
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m. mm^ (<i M?.TH0M3Q«. 
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ENGLISH isONG. 



Tune-^" Let me in this ae night/' 

Forlorn, my love, no comfort near, 
Far, far, from tbe^ I wander heroi : 
Far^ ijurfirom thee, the fate severe 



.: k 
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At which I most repine> 



»■•■.. t 






Owert thou, low, but near me; 
But near, near, near me ; 
How kindly thou zoouldst cheer me. 
And mingle sighiwith mine, love. 

Around me scowls a wintry sky^ 
That blasts ecibh h\aA of bope and jojr ; 
And shelter^ shade, nor home have I, 
fikiVfe « thbfe sMisvAf ;iUttUft>vei * 
Otvert, Xc. 

• • i ■ ' . ' - \ ■'"■ • -• 

Cold, altered friendship's cruel part. 
To 'p.ai80Q Ibrtuoe'sc rtttfal^i^ dart — 
Let me not break thy faithful heart, 
iM«A ' ia^ that Aite is mine^ : ]ove# "" 
. O rnrt, aVr* . . ^ ' i " -■ 



: ■ :■ 1 ' • -It 



Bttt dreaijr ifid^ i^nibvii&at^ Bdtfli 
O let nie tMtalti^ef yM shall tiaddt! 
That only ray of solace sweet 
Gan <»a thy Cbl^ris shiae^ Iwe* 

, ' ■ t . . I 
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How do you like the foregoing? I have 
written it within this honr: so much for the 
speed of my Pegasas^ but what say you to bis 



■ 1' .. , 
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Mb. BURNS ia ill. THOMSON. 

••■■ ^■ 

SCOTTISH BALLAD. 
Time <* TiiE Loth WN Lassix^V ; r 

•■-..• • V ■ .1 Mi,.., 

Last May al>rfuit wooer caim down the lAng glen. 
And sair wi' his love he did deave tee ; 

I said there was naething I hated like men^ 
The deuce gae wi 'm, to bdieve me, bj^lieve me» 
The deuce gae ,wi 'bq^. tp^ belfeve ine. c. 

He spak o' the darts in my boobie black een. 
And vow'd for my love he was dying ; 

I said he might die when he liked^ for Jean, 
The Lord forgie me for lying, for lying. 
The Lord forgie me for lying ! 

A weel- 



> ■ 1 (. 



A weel-stoclcadrmiiSlcnf htmad lor tlie Imdp 
And macHage affihBtadp were. his {noffioct; 1 

I neirer Ibot imi ^diaii litteira'dutt.or rcar'^A u i A 
BottlMiiightX^tiiightliae waurofenit "ilrawi^firs^ 
But thought I wasg^t hae waut offertw; . f;.^ | 

But whflSt'wad ye thAk.? in' afoftoight w.Jmi^c/ 
Thedei] tak bis taste to gaer new: bcff!- ■ j 

He up the lang Idafa to my »black cousin Besst^f/; 
OneiS' y^^ hQ^» ^ the j ad 1 I €4uld bear her, 

could bear her9>') ..'.[ - .vcv f.. ' 

Guess ye howj the j ad ! I could bear her. 

'.■■■ •• ; • ' ; M^iH:).: . : I'l no- f:-2\; .;:j •. i{-/orif.rrA 

*••'■'>-'» ■•■1* -v^.i JM'i .rij>i>..i 









i»iii the origikl Md. lldsolm ,'^Vfi^M 

Gaieslack to agr^blndL omimiP^m^iMi:'. Thoa^qpi )ob- 
jectcd to^tWrt iwt>rd|;^;¥Pfift;lf k^jt^S yf<ad Daj^am^kJ^ 
theMXt ^ffp. % Bupa rj^^ fo^pws 

'< Gatestecll^' dk$1uiii^'<^ 'a^IU^ ^db«,^^^ kind 
of passage up amongf the Lawther hiUs, on the confines 
of this county. Dalgaraock is also the name of a roman- 
tic spot near die Nidi, where are sdll a ruined church and 
a burial-ground, however, let this first line run, He vf 
ike laf^ loan!* file. 

It is always a pity to dirow out ai^ diing that gives 
locality to our pott's verses. E. 



But a^ liii^ iiitst uredk m I ftttted.wi^ cin^ 

I gMd'^totheitrjrite if DdjijarBock^ :• 
And wba but my fifab fioUi loftor wtt thera^ 

I glow/d ito lU.seen i iMdock/ • 

Birt; Mure Hkj^kftsboather I gae him a Wuk^ 
Least iMboTB might say I was ^taady ( 

Mjrirdoertoe capered. as he'd been^uk dtinlci i 
And ifi^W^ I was bu dear lassie^- dear laalit^ 
And vow'd I was his dear ktssieJ ^! 



« ^.' 10.' i : 



; / . . . 



I spier*d for my cousin fu* couthy and sweety 

' Gin she had recovered her hearin^ 

And how her new shoon fit her auld shackPt feet, 
But^ heavens ! how he fell a swearin, a swearin. 
Bat, heavens T how ^e fell a swei^n. 



ile ^ggM; far. Gndesbke i I wftd }»». bifl/wi^ 

-^ Or*«lsefI Wttd kiH hitt m*4mitowi >■"■ 

I think 1 itt&tid #e!d1l(ih tti^irAoir»>w/^4MfMy#, 

.■■.:•! !i . -yi ■: . ..', i^d i A ••:!• .;••(•.;(; l'. •:' : ; 
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FllAGMfiNT. 



FRAGMENT. 



Why, why tell thy lover. 

Bliss he never must enjoy ? 
Why, virhy unde06IV6'bim, 

And give all his hopes the lie ? 

^ O wkjr, while fancy, raptur'd, slumben* 
Chloris, Chloris all the theme. 
Why, why wouldst thou crud, : ; .; y,/ 
Wake thy lover from his dream, ^ 

. . V ... I I . I ■ ■ i ■ • ■ ' t • - -^ 

f » 

■ * * ' ' * \ % J 

ft 'It I I * ." • i'ti'.'I.V -'iiv * 

' -- < I -'I'll • ■ ' • p k • 1^; •• iJ i« ^> 

t 

Sock iir the peeulisriV^ of iibe rfaytfiteof fftft 
air, tfaaff^^'fihd it hnpbisiBIe' ta make! iialober 
stanza to 'snit it. ' • ■' '' • ■ "•■ 

• • • ' 

■ - ■ r f 

I am at present quite occupied with Ifae 
charming sensations of the tooth-ach, so have 
not a word to spare. 

No. 
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id Mr. BtikNS. 
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,r-.'i&viM.:;! " ' :' \\i . . • '-adMit, 1795. 

. • - * 

MY DEAR-Snlt, " 

X OUR English verses to Let me in this ae 
night, are tender and beautiful ; and your ballad 
to the *' Lothian Lassie,'' is a master-piece for 
its humour and naivete. The fragment for the 
Caledaman Hunt is quite suited to the original 
measure of the air, and, as it plagues you so^ 
^ f]:figiQfent musjt tppntent it I wo^d ratberj 
JM|:l »id l?efore,: bi|?e Jjad Baccl^aRalja^ wojPdy, 
had it so pleased the poet; but^ neF^rtheless^ 
for what we have received. Lord make us thank- 
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Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 

6IA Ftb. I79S* 

O A^frfry BurnsTare ye sleeping yet f 
Or are ye wauking, I would wit ? 

: : The pause you have made, my dear Sir, 
18 awful i Am I never to hear from you again ? 
1 khow and I lament how much yott have been 
afflicted of late, but I trast that returning healthr 
itnd spirits wilt now enable you to resume the 
pen, and deli j^t us with your musings, i have 
^U ab(ydft a ddzetoi Scotch and Irish kirs that 1 
wish •* iharried to hmnorta! verte/' ' t<^e* na+i 
ieveral true bom Irishmen dii the Scottish Dit ; 
6ut they are now' naturklisied, and r^koue£( odt 
own good stibjfects. ItideedF w^ have non6 bettfex^. 
I believe I before told you that I have^ been much 
VTgjsd by some friend^ to publish a collection* of 
all our favourite airs ancl, songs in octavo^ em)- 
bellished with a number of etchings by our in* 
geniottf friend Allan; wh«t it your opinion of 
this? 



rf* 



No. 



^Hp 



i ".'^•v-''V-''^i 1 . oVl 
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Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



iVi^f .;^;\ ^v^-: 




I MAiiinC tbaoks, my dear Sir, for yoiij^ 
iM^td^^ov^t, eLagant purcseut/ to Mrs. B" ■ , aikl 
jfUTimy ireinaimng; yoK of P. Pindar .r—Pi^r if % 
d^ghtful {etiow, and a first £i.voartte 9£ mine., 
]( am much pleased with your ideapf p4(4khing^ 
a f^c^Uoc^n o£ our^ song/i ^ octavo with ^tobiogs.. 
I jBipi extreioely wiUjng tp lend eyciry assii tance 
in. ^ny pqvKei;. The Iriflh aii^, . I shftU ch^rfiil^ 
undfrtaJke .the.ta^ of findiiig ywses^&u 

r nave ,alread^y, you kpofiv, equipt three^with 
woras,' and the other day I strung up akind^of 
rhapsody to another Hibernian melody, which L 
admire much; ^ , , 



HEY 



r « 



>. 










• ' ■• *iU-' *'•■ ■ -^ ' -'i } :'■ .: -'.'t •■:•.:' ■•:v> 

Tune^" Balinamona ora/* 

^WA wi* yoiir* witchcraft o^'beaiityV Bl^tviUs,^''' ' 
The slpnder bii beauty you grasp la your Mnjljiy 
O^ gie'me the )ass that has acres o* ch^rins'^ ' ' ' 
O^ gie m^ the lass wi' th€| weel-)^toQkit farms. 



:■...! 



CHQRXI5. 

Then hey for a lass wV a tocher y then hey for a 

lass wV a tocher ^ 
TTien hey for a lass wV a tocher s the nice yellow 

guineas for me. 

■■ • • 

Your beauty's a flower, in the morning that blows^ 

And wj^^ ^ fi^,:^ tfefef «y ^jSr.?! * 
But the rapturous charm o the bonnie green 

knowes. 
Hk spring they're new 'd^bkifi wi' bonme white 
' *yowes.' '■' ' • ' * '"'■'* 

• Thcnhdy^ tCc. ' ■'..';.! o* 



::i. 



i • ■ 



And e'en when thb beautgfi yow boMon ha» Ut8t^ 
Xhjel>rightest o' beauty may cloy, when possest; 
But the sweet yellow darlings wi' Geordie imprest^ 
IJElic? langer ye hae them-^the mahr they're carestr 






it 



§^ 

If this will, do^ yoa have now four of my 
Irisli'engagebieiit. Iti vtiy by-piist 'songs I dii^e 
one thing;, the name Chloris — I meant it as the 
fictitious name of a certain lady : biit, on second 
thoughts^ it is a high incongruity to hare a Greel^ 
appellation to a Scottish pastoral ballad.— Of 
this, and some things else, in my next: I have 
mor^ apiendments to propose. — ^What you once 
mentioned of '^ daxen locks** is just ; they can- 
not enter into an elegant description of beauty. 
Of this also again — Grod bless you I* 



No. LXXXIV. 

Mr. THOMSON to Ms. BURNS. 

Your Hey far a lass wi* a tocher, is a 
most excdlent song, and with you the subject is 
something new indeed. It is the first time I have 
seen you debasing the god of soft desire, into an 
amateur of acres and guineas. — 

lani 

• ■ , ., .., , .i.t.' 

• Our Poet never explained what name lie wimid havi 
fiibstitated for C!bIons. 

Hote by Mr. TAomiofi. 
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I am happy to find you approve of my pro- 
posed octavo edition. Allan has designed and 
etched about twenty |^ates^ and I am to have 
my choice of them for that work. Indepen- 
dently of the Hogarthian humour with which 
they alioiiiid; : tbey exhibit ftie d^aracfer and 
costume of the Scottish peasantry with inimi- 
table felicity. In this respect^ he himself says, 
they will far exceed the aquatinta plates he did 
for the Gentle Shepherd, because in the etching 
he sees cleajriy what he is doing, but not so with 
the aquatinta, which he could not manage to 
his miiul. / 

l%e Dutch, boors of Ostade are scarcely 
more ^characteristic and natural than the Scot- 
tish figures in those etchings. 



TOL. IV. S No. 



«i8 

Hofir do yoa like the foregoing? I have 
written it within this honr: so much for the 
speed of my Pegasus/ but what say you to his 



bottom? 
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Mr. BURNS io Mr. 



' X 



. • . f . . 
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SCOTTISH BALLAD. 






.. J 



Tme ^* TiiE Lothian LASSit.? /r 



A.- 



• ■ w- 



JLast May al>r{mi iwooer ttSxxi down the lAng glen. 
And sair wi' his love he did deave tee ; 

I said there was naething I hated like men. 
The deuce gae wi^'fiiy ; to )bfdieire me^ hjel^eve me. 
The deuce ga^ 'Wi/o:^^ tp^ .belf ft?e ine*, ( ; 



\ 



■ a « « , 



I ' I '} \ 



y I 



He spak o* the dai^s in niy botinie black een» 
And vow*d for my love he wak dying ; 

I said he might die when he liked, for Jean, 
The Lord forgie me for lying, for lying. 
The Lord forgie me for lying ! 



A weel- 
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where our friend Clarke and I have had many a 
merry squeeze. I am highly delighted with Mr. 
Allan's etchings. Woo'd and married an' a\ is 
admirable. The grouping is beyond, all praise. 
The expression of the figures^ conformable to 
the story in .the ballad^ is absolutely faultless 
perfection. I next admire^ Turnim-spike. What 
I like least is, Jenny said to Jocky. Besides the 
female being in her appearance ***** if you 
take her stooping into the account, she is at 
least two inches taller than her lover. Poor 
Cleghorn ! I sincerely sympathize with him ! 
Happy I am to think that he yet has a well- 
grounded hope of health and enjoyment in 
this world. ■ As for me — but that is a * * * * * 
subject 1 



I , 
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No. LXXXVI. 



Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS- 



4ih May, 1796. 

I NEED not tell you, my good Sir, what 
concern the receipt of your last gave me, and 
how much I sympathize in your sufferings. Bot 
do not, I beseech you, giw^ yoursdf up to de- 
spondency, nor speak the language of despair* 
The vigour of your constitution, I trust, will soon 
set you on your feet again ; and then it is to be 
hoped you will see the vnsdom and the neces- 
sity of taking due care of a life so valuable to 
your family, to your friends, and to the world. 

Trusting that your next will bring agreeable 
accounts of your convalescence, and returning 
good spirits, I remain with sincere regard yours. 

P. S. Mrs. Hyslop, I doubt not, delivered the 
gold seal to you in good condition. 



No. 
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No. LXXXVII. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



BIY DEAR SIR, 

I ONCE mentioned to you an air which 
I have long ziSmxteAr-^Here' $ a health to them 
thafs awa, hiney, but I forget if you took any 
notice of it. I have just been trying to suit 
it with verses ; and I beg leave to recommend 
the air to your attention once more. I have 
only begun it. 



CHORUS. 

Here*s a health to ane I b*e dear, 

Here^s a health to ane I We dears 

Thou art sweet as tlie smile when fond lovers meet. 

And sqft as their parting tear — Jessy I 

Altho' 



J 



i6i 

Altho' thou maun never be mine, 

Altho' even hope is denied ; 
'Tis sweeter for thee despairing, 

Than aught in the world beside — ^Jessy ! 
Here^s a healthy &c. 



t ■.. 



I mourn tb;'^' the gay, gaudy day^/ - 
As, hopeless, I muse on thy charms ; 

But welcome the dream o' sweet slumber. 
For then I am lockt in thy arms — Jessy ! 
Here's a health, &c. 



I guess by the dear angel smile, 
I guess by the love-rollirig e'e ; 

But why urge the tender confession 

Hjrainst fortune's fell cruel decree— sFessy! 
Here^s a health, &q.* 



Na 



^ In the letter to Mr. Thomson, the three first stanzas 
only are given, and Mr.' Thomson supposed our poet had 
never gone farther. Among his MSS. was, however, found 
the fourth stanza, which completes this exqubite soi^, the 
last finished offspring of his ttitiBe#' £. 
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Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON- 



This will be delivered by a Mr. Lewars, 
a young fellow of uncommon merit. As he will 
be a day or two in town, you will have leisure, 
if you choose ta write me by him : and if you 
have a spare half hour to spend with him, I sliall 
place your kindness to my account. I have no 
copies x>f the 8ong5/I have ^ sent you; and'I: have 
taken a fancy to review them all, and possibly 
may mend some of them ; so when you have 
complete leisure, I will thank you for either the 
originals or copies.^ I had rather be the author 
of five well-written songs, than of ten otherwise. 
1 have great hopeis that the genial influence of 
the approaching summer will set me to rights, 
but as yet I cannot boast of returning health. I 
have now reason to believe that my complaint/ 
is a flying gout : a sad business ! 

Do 



* It 18 needlesff to wkj^ that this revisal Bums did not 
lite to perform. £• 
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Do let me know how Cleghorn is, and re- 
member me to him. 

This should have been delivered to you a 
month agOk I am stiU very pooriy, bufc should 
like much to hear from you. 



No. LXXXIX. 



Mr. burns to Mr. THOMSON. 



Brow, on the Solwajf^rith, \%th July, 1796. 

Afte;ji all my boasted independence, 
curst necessity compels me to implore ybh for 
five pounds. A cruel *♦*♦* of a haberdasher, 
to whom I owe an account, taking it into his 
head that I am dying, has commenced a pro- 
cess, and will infallibly put me into jail. Do for 
God's sake, send me that sum, and that by re- 
turn of post. Forgive me this earnestness, but 
the horrors of a jail have made me half distracted. 

IdQ 



m 

I do not ask all this gratuitously ^ for^ upon /re- 
turning healthy I hereby promise and engagef to 
furnish you with five pounds worth of the neatest 
song genius you have seen. I tried my hand on 
Rothemurche this morning. The measure is so 
difficulty that it is impossible to infuse much ge- 
nius into the lines ; they are on the other side. 
Forgive, forgive me ! 



SONG. 



r««ie— " Rothemurche." . 

CHORUS. 

Fairest maid on Devon banks. 
Crystal Devon, winding Devon, 

Wilt thou lay that frown aside. 
And smile as thou were wont to do ? 

Full well thou know'st I love thee dear, 
Couldst thou to malice lend an ear ! 
O, did not love exclaim, " Forbear, 
Nor use a faithful lover so/' 
Fairest maidy &c. 



Then 



Theti ccfttac, thou fairest of the faij. 
Those wonted smiles, O let me share ^ 
And by thy beauteous self I swear^ 

No love but thine my heart shall know. 
Fairest maid, &c.* 



No. 



* These verses^ and the letter endosiAg them^ are wnt- 
ten iu a character that marks the very feeble state of Bums's 
bodily strength. Mr. Syme is of opinion that he could 
not have been in any danger of a Jail at Dumfries, where 
certainly he had many firm friends, nor under any such ne- 
cessity of imploring aid from Edinburgh. But about this 
time his reason hegsok to be at times unsetded, and tiie hor- 
rors of a jail perpetually haunted his imagination. He died 
on tiie 21st of this month. 
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Mr. THOMSON to Mr. BURNS. 



«\ 



l4Ah July, ngS. 
MY DEAR SIR, 

Ever since I received your melancholy 
letter, by Mrs, Hyslop, I have been ruminating 
in what manner I could endeavour to alleviate 
your sufferings. Again and again I thought of 
a pecuniary offer, but the recollection of one of 
your letters on this subject, and the fear of of- 
fending your independent spirit, checked my 
resolution. I thank you heartily therefore for 
the frankness of your letter of the 12th, and 
with great pleasure enclose a draft for the very 
sum I proposed sending. Would I were Chan- 
cellor of the Exchequer but for one day, for 
your sake ! 

Pray, my good Sir, is it not possible for you 

to muster a volume of poetry? If too much 

' ^ trouble 
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trouble to you in the present state of your healthy 
some literary friend might be found heire^ who 
would select and arrange from your manuscripts^ 
and take upon him the task of Editor. In the 
mean time it could be advertised to be pub- 
lished by subscription. Do not shun this mode 
of obtiiining the value, of your labour : remem- 
ber Pope published the Iliad by subscription. 
Think of this^ my dear Burns, and do not reckon 
me intrusive with my advice. You are too well 
convinced of the respect and friendship I bear 
you, to impute any thing I say to an unworthy 
motive. Yours faithfully. 

The verses to Rothemurche will answer finely. 
I am happy to see you can still tune your lyre. 



In 
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In the beginning of the year ITST^ another work had 
commenced at Edinburgh^ entitled^ The Scots Musical 
Museum, conducted by Mr. James Johnson ; the object 
of which was to mute the songs and the music of Scotland 
in one general collection. The first volume of this work 
appeared in May^ 1787, when our poet was in Edinburgh ; 
and in it appeared one of his printed songs, to the tune of 
Green grow thi Rashes, beginning, '' There's nought but 
care on every hand/' He appears also to have furnished 
from his MSS. the last song in that volume, which was an 
early production, and not thought by himself worthy of a 
place in his works. The second volume appeared in the 
spring of 1788, and contained several original songs of 
Bums ; who also contributed liberally to the third, fourth, 
and fifth volumes, the last of whidb did not appear' till after 
his death. In his communications to Mr. Johnson, to 
whidi his name was not in general aflixed, our Bard was 
less careful than in his compositions for the greater work 
of Mr. Thomson. Several of them be never intended to 
acknowledge; and others, printed in the Museumy were 
found somewhat altered afterwards among his manuscripts. 
In the selection which follows, attention has been paid to 
the wishes of the audior, ds far as they are known. The 
printed songs have been compared with &e MSS., and the 
last corrections have been uniformly inserted. The reader 
will probably think many of the songs which fidlow, vmoog 
the fiinest productions of his muse. 



THE 



f70 



THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY. 



Bonnie lassie^ will ye go, will ye go, will ye go, 
Bonnie lassie, will ye go to the Birks ofAherJeldy ? 



Now simmer blinks on flowery braes> 
And o'er the crystal streamlet plays^ 
Come let us spend the lightsome days 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy . 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 

While o'er their heads the hazels hing. 
The little birdies blithly sing. 
Or lightly flit on wanton wing 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy, 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 

The braes ascend like lofty wa's. 
The foaming stream deep-roaring fa's^ 
O'er-hung wi' fragrant spreading shaws. 
The Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 



\ -■ ■* 



The 
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The hoary cliffs are crowned wi* flowers. 
White o'er the linns the burnie pours^ 
And rising weets wi* misty showers 
■ The Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 

Let fortune's gifts at random flee. 
They ne'er shall draw a wish frae me. 
Supremely blest wi' love and thee. 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 



STAY, 






* This is written in the same measure as the Birh of 
Abergeldiey an old Scottish soDg, from which nothing is 
borrowed but the chorus. 
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STAY, MY CHARMER, CAN YOU LEAVE ME? 



Tune—f* An GiLLE DUBH CIAR DHUBH. 



•> 



Stay, my charmer, can you leave me ? 
Cruel, cruel to deceive me ! 
Well you know hqw much you grieve me ; 
Cruel charmer^ can you go ? 



y Cruel charmer^ can you go ? 

By my love so ill requited ; 

By the faith you fondly plighted ; 

By the pangs of lovers slighted ; 

Do not, do not leave me so ! 

Do not, do not leave me so ! 



STRATHALLAN'S 
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STRATHALLANS LAMENT. 



I 
I 



Thickest night o'erhang my dwelling 1 
Howling tempests o'er me rave ! 

Turbid torrents, wintry swelling. 
Still surround my lonely cave ! 

Crystal streamlets gently flowing. 
Busy haunts of base mankind. 

Western breezes softly blowing. 
Suit not my distracted mind. 

In the cause of right engaged. 
Wrongs injurious to redress. 

Honour's war we strongly waged. 
But the Heavens deny'd success. 



VOL. IV. T Ruin's 
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Ruin's wheel has driven o'er us^ 
Not a hope that dare attend. 

The wide world is all before us — 
But a world without a fr|end !^ 



THE 



* Stratballan, it is presumed, was one of the followers 
of the young Chevalier, and is supposed to be lying con- 
cealed in some cave of the Highlands^ after the batde of 
CuUoden. This song was written before the year 1788. 

E. 
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THE YOUNG HIGHLAND ROVER. 



Tunc-^^' MoRAG.'* 



Loud blaw the frosty breezes. 

The snaws the mountains cover ; 
Like winter on me seizes. 

Since my young Highland Rover 

Far wanders nations over. 
Where'er he go, where'er he stray. 

May Heaven be his warden : 
Return him safe to fair Strathspey, 

And bonnie Castle- Gordon ! 

The trees now naked groaning, ♦ 

Shall soon wi' leaves be hinging. 
The birdies dowie moaning, ^^k. 

Shall a' be blithly singing. 

And every flower be springing. 

T 2 Sae 
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Sae I'll rejoice the lee-Iang day. 
When by his mighty warden 

My youth's returned to fair Strathspey, 
And bonnie Castle-Gordon !* 



RAVING 



mmmt 



* The young Highland Rover is supposed to be the 
joung Chevalier, Prince Charles Edward. £. 
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nAVlNQ WINDS AROUND HEft BLOWING. 



Tune, 



" M'Grigor of Rero's Lament." 



Raving winds around her blowing. 
Yellow leaves the woodlands strowing. 
By a river hoarsely roaring, 
Isabella stray 'd deploring. 
^^ Farewell, hours that late did measure 
^^ Sunshine days of joy and pleasure ; 
" Hail, thou gloomy night of sorrow, 
<^ Cheerless night that knows no morrow. 

*^ 0*er the past too fondly wandering, 
^^ On the hopeless future pondering ; 
** Chilly grief my life-blood freezes, 
" Fell despair my fancy seizes. 

'* Life, 
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" Life, thou soul of every-blessing. 
Load to misery most distressing, 
O how gladly I'd resign thee. 
And to dark oblivion join thee !"* 






MUSING 



* This was written in compliment to Miss Macleod, 
now Mrs. Ross, a very great friend of the poet £• 
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MUSING ON THE ROARING OCEAN. 



Tune—"* Druimion dubh." 



t 



Musing oa the roaring pcean, , 
Which divides my love and me ; 

Wearying Heaven in warm devotion^ 
For his weal where'er he be. 

Hope and fear's alternate billow 
Yielding lateHo nature's law ; 

Whisp'ring spirits round- my pillaw ' 
Talk of him that's far awa. ' ^ 

Ye whom sorrow never wounded. 
Ye who never shed a tear, 

Care-uiitroubled, joy-surrounded. 
Gaudy day to you is dear. 

Gentle night, do thou befriend me ; 

Downy sleep, the curtain draw 5 
Spirits kind, again attend me. 

Talk of him that'^ far awa. 



BLITHE • 

41 
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BLITHE WAS SHE. 



Blithe f blithe and merry was she. 
Blithe was she but and ben : 

Blithe by the bUnks of Em, 
And blithe in Glenturit glen. 



fir Oughtertyre grows the aik. 
On Yarrow banks^ the birken shaw j 

But Phemie was a bonnier lass 
Than braes o' Yarrow ever saw. 
Blithe, &c. 

Her looks were like a flower in May> 
Her sn>ile was like a simmer mom ; 

She tripped by the banks of Em, 
As light's a bird upon a thorn. 
Blithe, &c. 



Her 
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Her bonnie face it was as meek 

As ony lamb upon a lee ; 
The evening sun was ne'er sae sweet 

As was the blink o' Phemie's e'e* 
Blithe y &c. 

The Highland hills Fve wander'd wide^ 
And o'er the Lowlands I hae been 3 

But Phemie was the blithest lass 
That ever trod the dewy green. 
Blithe, &c. 



y 



/ 



A ROSE-BUD 
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A ROSE-BUD BY MY EARLY WALK. 



A ROSE-BUD by my early walk» 
Adown a corn-enclosed bawk^ 
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk. 
All on a dewy morning. 

Ere twice the shades o' dawn are fled. 
In a' its crimson glory spread. 
And drooping rich the dewy head^ 
It scents the early morning. 

Within the bush, her covert nest 
A little linnet fondly prest. 
The dew sat chilly on her breast 
Sae early in the morning. 

She soon shall see her tender brood 
The pride, the pleasure o' the wood^ 
Amang the fresh green leaves bedew 'd^ 
Awake the early morning. 



So 



ass 

So thou, dear bird, young Jeany fair. 
On trembling string or vocal air. 
Shall sweetly pay the tender care 
That tents thy early morning. 

So thou, sweet rose-bud, young and gay^ 
Shalt beauteous blaze upon the day, '^ 
And bless the parent's evening ray 
That watch'd thy early morning.* 






r 



. "?!•■* 



WHERE 



'.'••-. ^ 



* This song was wiitten durbg the winter of .I787. 
Miss J. C, daughter of a friend of the bard, is the he* 
roine. 



:i 



t 
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WHERE BRAVmQANGRYWINTEE'BSTQRMS. 



Itee— "N. Cow's Lambmtatiom for ABUCAnMT." 



tV^HERE braving 4ngry winter's stprmSj 

The lofty Ochels rise^ 
Far in their shade xny Peggy's charms 

First blest my wond'ring eyes. 
As one who by some savage stream^ 

A lonely gem surveys^ 
Astonish'd doubly marks its beam 

With art's most polish'd blaze. 

Blest be the wild^ sequestered shade^ 
And blest the day and hour^ 

Where Peggy's charms I first survey'd. 
When first I felt their power ! 



The 
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The tyrant death with grim control 
May seize my fleeting breath : 

But tearing Peggy from my soul 
Must be a stronger death. 



V * 



TIBBIE, 
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TIBBIE, I HAE SEEN THE DAY. 



Tune-^^' Invercald's Reel." 



O Tibbie, I hae seen the day. 
Ye would nae been sae shy ; 

For laik o^ gear ye lightly me. 
But, trowth, I care na by. 



Yestreen I met you on the moor. 
Ye spak na, but gaed by like stoure : 
Ye geek at me because I'm poor. 
But fient a hair care I. 
O Tibbie, I hae, 8cc. 

I doubt na, lass, but ye may think. 
Because ye hae the name o' clink. 
That ye can please me at a wink. 
Whenever ye like to try. 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 



k * 



But 
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Bat sorrow tak him that's sae mean, 
Altho' his pouch o' coin were clean, 
Wha follows ony saucy quean 
That looks sae proud and high. 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 

Altho' a lad were e*er sae smart, 
If that he want the yellow dirt. 
Ye '11 cast your bead anither airt. 
And answer him fu' dry. 
Tibbie, I hoe, &c. 

But if he hae the name o' gear^ 
Ye'U fastea to him like a brier, 
Tho* hardly he fpr sense or lear. 
Be better than the kye. 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 

But, Tibbie, lass, tak my advice. 
Your daddie's gear maks you sae nice ; 
The deil a ane wad spier your price^ 
Were ye as poor, as I. 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 

There lives a lass in yonder park, 
I would na gie her in her sark. 
For thee wi' a' thy thousan' mark } 
Ye need na look sae high. 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 



CLARINDA. 
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CLAMNDA. 



Glamnda, misfMss of my wiil^ 
The measured time is rmi ! 

The wretch beneath the dremy pole» 
So marks his latest sun. 

To what dark cave of frozen night 

Shall poor Sylvander hie : 
Deprived of thee^ his life and lights 

The sun of all his joy ! 

We part — ^bnt by these precious drops 

That fill thy lovely ^es 1 
No other light shall guide my steps^ 

Till thy bright beams aride. 

She, the fair sun of all her sex. 
Has blest my glorious day : 

And shall a glimmering planet fix 
My worship to its ray ? 



THE 



^» 



THE DAY RETURNS, MY BOSOM BURNS, 



Tune—^^^ SeVENTIEE OF NOVEMBER.*' 



The day returns, my bosom burns. 

The blissful day we twa did meet, 
Tho' winter wild in tempest toil'd. 

Ne'er summer^sun was half sae sweet. 
Than a' the pride that loads the tide^ 

And crosses o*er the sultry line ; 
Than kingly robes, than crowns and globes. 

Heaven gave me more, it made thee mine. 

While day and night can bring delight. 
Or nature aught of pleasure give ; 

While joys above, my mind can move, 

; bFor thee, and thee alone, I live ! 

When that grim foe of life below 
Comes in between to make us part ; 

The iron hand that breaks our band. 
It breaks my bliss — it breaks my heart, 

VOt. IV. u THE 
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THE LAZY MIST. 



i HE lazy mist hangs from the brow of the hill^ 
Concealing the course of the dark winding rill ; 
How btnguid the scenes^ late so sprightly^ appear^ 
As autumn to winter resigns the pale year. 
The forests are leafless^ the meadows are brown, 
And all the gay foppery of summer is flown : 
Apart let me wander, apart let me muse. 
How quick time is flying, how keen fate pursues; 
How long I have lived — but how much liv*d in 

vain : 
How little of life's scanty span may remain : 
What aspects, old Time, in his progress has worn; 
What ties, cruel fate in my bosom has torn. ^ ^^ 
How foolish, or worse, till our summit is gaii^d ! 
And downward, how weakened, how darken'^, 

how t)ain'd ! 
This life's not worth having with all it can give, 
For something beyond it poor man sure must live* 

O, WERE 
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O, WERE I ON PARNASSUS' HILL ! 



Tune, 



** My love is lost to me/' 



O, WERE I on Parnassus' hill ! 
Or had of Helicon my fill ; 
That I might catch poetic skilly 

To sing how dear I love thee. 
But Nith maun be my muse's well» 
My muse maun be thy bonnie sel^ 
On Corsincon I'll glowr and spells 

And write how dear I love thee. 

Then come, sweet muse;^ inspire my lay^ 
For a' the lee-lang simmer's day, 
I coudna sing, I coudna say. 
How much, how dear I love thee.^ 

u a I see 
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I see thee dancing o'er the green. 
Thy waist sae jimp^ thy limbs sae clean. 
Thy tempting lips, thy roguish een— 
By heaven and earth I love thee ! 

By night, by day, a-field, at hame. 
The thoughts o' thee my breast inflame; 
And ay I muse and sing thy name, 

I only live to love thee. 
Tho* I were doom'd to wander on. 
Beyond the sea, beyond the sun. 
Till my last weary sand was run ; 

Till then^— and then I love thee. 



- y 



. ■ '■ > 
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I LOVE 
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I LOVE MY JEAN. 



Tune, 



« Miss Admiral Gordon's Strathspey.'^ 



Of a' the airts the wind can bla\v> 

I dearly like the west. 
For there the bonnie lassie lives. 

The lassie I lo'e best : 
There wild woods grow, and rivers row. 

And mony a hill between ; 
But day and night my fancy's flight 

Is ever wi' my Jean. 

I see her in the dewy flowers^ 

I see her sweet and fair : 
I hear her in the tunefu' birds, 

I hear her charm the air : 
There's not a bonnie flower that springs 

By fountain, shaw, or green. 
There's not a bonnie bird that sings, 

But minds me o' my Jeati. 



^ 
t 



THE 
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THE BRAES O* BALLOCHMYLE. 



Xhe Catrine woods were yellow seen. 

The flowers decay'd on Catrine lee,* 
Nae lavVock sang on hillock green. 

But nature sickened on the e'e. 
Thro' faded groves Maria sang, 

Hersel in beauty's bloom the whyle. 
And ay the wild- wood echoes rang, 

Fareweel the Braes o' Ballochmyle. 

Low in your wintry beds, ye flowers. 
Again ye '11 flourish fresh and fair 9 

Ye birdies dumb, in with'ring bowers. 
Again ye '11 charm the vocal air. 



Bat 



* Catrine, m Ayrshire, the seat of Dugald Stewart^ Esq., 
Professor of Moral Philosophy in the university of Edin- 
burgh. Ballochmyle, formerly the seat of Sir John White- 
; foord, now of Alexander, Esq. £. 
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But here^ alas I for me nae mair^ 
Shall birdie charm^ or flow'ret smile ; 

Fareweel the bonnie banks of Ayr, 

Farewed, fareweel ! sweet Ballochmyle ! 



WILLIE 
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WILLIE BREW'D A PECK O' MAUT. 



O, Willie brew*d a peck o' maut^ 
And Rob and Allan cam to see : 

Three blither hearts, that lee-lang night. 
Ye wad na find in Christendie. 

We are nafou^, we're na thatfou^ 
But just a dr apple in our e'es 

The cock may craw, the day may daw. 
And ay we'll taste the barley bree. 

Here are we met, three merry boys. 
Three merry boys I trow are we ; 

And mony a night we've merry been. 
And mony mae we hope to be ! 
We are nafou, &c. 



It 



w • 



It is the moon, I ken her horn. 
That's blinkin in the lift sae hie ; 

She shines sae bright to wyle us hame. 
But by my sooth she'll wait a wee ! 
We are nafoUj &c. 

Wha first shall rise to gang awa', 
A cuckold, coward loun is he ! 

Wha last beside his chair shall fa'. 
He is the king amang us three ! 
We are nafou^^ &c.* 



THE 



♦ Willie, who " brew'd a peck o' maut," was Mr. 
William Nicol ; and Rob and Allan were our poet and his 
friend Allan Masterton. This meeting took place at Lag- 
GAN, a farm purchased by Mr. Nicol, in Nithsdale, on 
the recommendation of our bard. These three honest fel- 
lows — all men of uncommon talents, are now all under the 
turf. (1799.) E. 

And it may be added, that the feeling heart that dic- 
tated the above remark is itself (1809) numbered with 
the dead. 



THE BLUE-EYED LASSIE. 



I GAED a waefu' gate^ yestreen> 

A gate^ I fear^ I'll dearly rue $ 
I gat my death frae twa sweet een^ 

Twa lovely een o' bonnie blue. 
Twas not her golden ringlets bright ; 

Her lips like roses^ wat wi' dew. 
Her heaving bosom, lily-white — 

It was her een sae bonnie blue. 



She talked, she smil'd, my heart she wyFd, 
She charm 'd my soul I wist na how ; 

And ay the stound, the deadly wound. 
Cam frae her een sae bonnie blue. 

But 
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But spare ta speak, and spare to speed ; 

She'll aiblins listen to my vow : 
Should she refuse, I'll lay my dead 

To her twa een sae bonnie blue.* 



THE 



* The heroine of this song was Miss 3^^***, of Loch* 
maban. This lady, now Mrs. R*^^**, after residing 
some time in Liverpool, is settled with her husband in 
New-York, North America. E. 



• 
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THE BANKS OF NITH. 



Tune, 



" ROBIE DONNA GORACH/* 



Xhe Thames flows proudly to the sea^ 

Where royal cities stately stand 5 
But sweeter flows the Nith to me. 

Where Cummins ance had high command : 
When shall I see that honoured land. 

That winding stream I love so dear ! 
Must wayward fortune's adverse hand 

For ever, ever keep me here ? 



How lovely, Nith, thy fruitful vales. 
Where spreading hawthorns gaily bloom ; 

How sweetly wind thy sloping dales. 
Where lambkins wanton thro' the broom ! 

Tho' 
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Tho' wandering, now, must be my doom. 
Far from thy bonnie banks and braes. 

May there my latest hours consume, 
Amang the friends of early days ! 



JOHN 
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JOHN ANDERSON MY JO. 



John Anderson mj jo, John, 

When we were first acquent. 
Your locks were like the raven. 

Your bonnie brow was brent ; 
But now your brow is held, John, 

Your locks are like the snaw ; 
But blessings on your frosty pow, 

John Anderson my jo. 

John Anderson my jo, John, 
We clamb the hill thegither ; 

And mony a canty day, John, 
We've had wi' ane anither : 



Now 



Now we maun totter down^ Joho^ 
But hand in hand we'll go ; 

And sleep thegither at the foot^ 
John Anderson my jo.^ 



TAM 



• In the first volume of a collection^ entitled, Poeify 
Original and Selected, printed by Brash and Reid, of 
Glaigow^ this song is given as follows : 



John Anderson my Jo^ improved. 



By ROBERT BURNS. 



» •' ' ..';.... 



John Anderson, niy jo^ John, I wonder what ypu mean. 
To rise so soon in the morning, and sit up so late at e'en. 
Yell ble^r out t* yoor een,' Johp,'and why riioiildyou dd 

so ? 
Gang sooner to your bed at ^'en, John Anderson my jo. 

* 

John Anderson, my jo, John,, when nitore first began ; 
To try her canny hand, John, her master-work was man; 
And you amang them a' John, sae trig frae tap to toe ; 
She proved to be nae joumey-work, John AnderscMi, my jo. 

John 
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TAM GLEN. 



My heart is a-breakiog, dear Tittie^ 
Some counsel unto me come \en\ 

To anger them a' is a pity^ 
But what will I do wi' Tam Glen? 



rm 



John Anderson, my jo, John, ye were my first conceit, 
And ye need na think it strange, John, dio' I ca' ye trim 

and neat ; 
Tho* some folks say ye're auld John, I never think ye so, 
But I think ye're ay the same to me, John Anderson, my 

jo. 



John Anderson, my jo, John, we've seen opr baimi^ 

bairns. 
And. yet, my dear John Anderson, Fm happj in yo«r 

arms. 
And sae are ye in mine, John — Fm sure yell ne'et ssy 

no, 
Tho' the days are gane that we have seen, Jotm Andefton, 

myjo. 

John 



Vm thinking, wi' sie 6 bi«ikW felld#. 
In poortith I ttiigfat ttiik h fen' ; 

What cafe I in riches ttt waUoW, 
If I mftuna inarry Tam Oleti ? 



There's 



John Anderson, ihy jo, John, what pleasure does it gie. 
To see sae mapy sprouts, John, spring up 'tween you and 

me, 
And ilka lad and lass, John, in our footsteps to go. 
Makes perfect heaven here on earth, John Anderson, 

my jo. 

JohH jfitdthiofif ^f^Jo, Joktij when tb^ iXf€TiJ^nt dcqutnt^ 
Yt»dir lochs w^t Khe thetaven, your bonnie browmt$bft9^. 
But now your bead's tum'd bauld, John, your lochs are lihe 

the slm0, 
Y^ bhmngi on yontr frosty pow, John Anderson^ n^jk^ 

Stkm Anderson, itay jo, John, fra^ y^ar to jrear we'vift 

past, 
Abd soon that yifear ttiann come, J6hn, wiQ bring us Id 

outlast: 
Bitt tet na' diat affiight us, John, oUr hearts weift ia^ti 

our foe, 
While in ihnbceilt de%bt #f^ lived, John Anderson, mj 

jo. 

TOLi IT. X John 
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There*8 Lowrie the laird o' Drameller, 

" Guid day to you, brute," he comes ben j 

He brags and he blaws o- his siller. 
But when will he dance like Tarn Glen ? 

My minnie does constantly deave me. 
And bids me beware o' young men ; 

They flatter, she says, to deceive me. 
But wha can think sae o' Tarn Glen ? 

My 



John AndenoHf m/jOf John, we clamb the hill th^ither, 
And mony a canty day, John, w^ve had wC ane anither; 
Now we maun totter down, John,hut hand in hand we^Ugo; 
Atidyft^Mdeepth^herat the foot, JohnAndenon, my jo* 

The stanza with which this song, inserted by 'Messrs. 
Brash and Reid, begins, is the chorus of die oU'soqg 
under this title; and though perfectly suitable to that 
wicked but witty ballad, it has no accordance widi die 
strain of delicate and tender sentiment of diu improved 
song. . In regard to * the five other addidooal stansas^ 
though diey are in the spirit of the two stanzas dull 
are 'Unquestionably our bard's, yet every reader of dit* 
cemment will see they are by an inferior hand; and 
the real . author of them ought neither to have gives 
them, nor suffered them to be given to die world, as 
the production of Bums. If there were no odier malk 

oi their spurious origin, the latter half of the diird lins 

. . .. • 
m 
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My daddie 8|Qrs^ gin I'll. forsake him, , . 

He'll gie jn^^guid huoder. marks tevir 
Bat, if it's ordain'd I maun tike him, 

O wha witt I get but Tam Glen ? 

Yestreen at the Valentine's dealing. 
My heart to my mou gied a sten ; 

For thrice I drew ane without failing. 
And thrice it was written. Tarn Glen. 



The last Halloween I was waukin 
My droukit sark-sleeve^ as ye ken ; 

His likeness cam up the house staukin. 
And the very grey breeks o' Tam Glen ! 



Come 



in the seventh stanza^ (mr hearts mere ne^er our foe, would 
be [Nnoof sufficient. Many are the instances in which our 
bard has adopted defective rhymes^ but a single instance 
cannot be produced, in which to preserve the rhyme, he 
has given a feeble diought, in false grammar. These 
additional stanzas are not however without merit, and 
they may serve to prolong the pleasure which every per- 
9oa of taste must feel, froq[i listening to a most happy union 
of beautiful music, with moral sentiments that are singu- 
larly interesting. £• 

x2 
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Come coutisel, dear Uttie, don't tony; 

I'll gie you my bonnie black hen, 
Gif ye will advise me to marry 

The lad I lo'e dearly. Tarn Glen. 



MY 
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MY TOCHER'S THE JEWEL. 



O MEIKLE thinks my luve o' my beauty^ 

And meikle thinks my luve o* my kin; 
But little thinks my luve I ken brawlie^ 

My Tocher's the jewel has charms for him. 
Ill's a' for the apple he'll nourish the tree^ 

It's a' for the hiney he'll cherish the bee. 
My laddie's sae meikle in luve wi' the siller. 

He can na hae luve to spare for me. 



Your proffer o' luve's an airl-penny. 
My Tocher's the bargain ye wad buy s 

But an ye be crafty, I am cunnin, 

Sae ye wi' anither your fortune maun try. 

Ye're 
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YeVc like to the timmer o' yon rotten wood> 
YeVe like to the bark o' yon rotten tree, 

Ye'll slip frae me like a knotless thread. 
And ye'll crack your credit wi' mae nor me. 



THEN 
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THEN GUIDWIFE COUNT THE LAWIN- 



Gane is the day and mirk's the night> 
But we'll ne'er stray for faute o' light. 
For ale and brandy's stars and moon. 
And bluid-red wine's the rysin. sun. 

Then guidwife count the lawtn, the kmn, the 

lawin. 
Then guidwife count the lawin, and. bring acoggie 

mair. 

There's wealth and ease for gentlemen. 
And semple-folk maun fecht and fen' ; 
But here we're a' in ae accord. 
For ilka man that's drunk's a lord« 
Then guidwife count, Xc. 

My coggie is a haly pool. 
That heals the wounds o' care and dool ; 
And pleasure is a wanton trout. 
An' ye drink it a' ye'U find him out. 
Then guidwife count, 8(c. 

What 



9]$ 



What can a your^ Lassie do wV an auld Man f 



What can a young lassie, what sbiJl a young 
lassie. 
What can # yottog lassie do wi' an auld man ? 
Bad luck on the pennie that tempted my minnie 
To sell her poor Jenny for siller aa' laa' ! 
Bad luck on the pennie ^ Xc. 

He's always compleenin frae mornin to ^'epip. 
He hosts and he hirples the weary day lang ; 

He's doy'lt and he's dozin, his bluid it is fro^^n, 
O, dreary's the night wi' a crazy auld man ! 

He hums and he hankers^ he frets and he cankers> 
I never can please him, do a' that I can ; 

He's peevish and jealous of a' the youpg fellows^ 
O, dool on the day I met vV fin auI4 P^an ! 



My 



m 

My auld auntie Katie upon me takes pity^ 
I'll do my endeavour to follow her plan; 

I'll cross him^ and wrack bim^ until I heart-break 
him, I 

And t\km k^f fiul4 )>r^ wiU i>i|y pie a new pan. 



THE 
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THE BONNIE WEE THING, 



Bonnie wee thing, cannie wee thing, 
Lovely wee thing, wast thou mine, 

I wad wear thee in my bosom. 
Lest my jewel I should tine. 



Wishfully I look and languish 
In that bonnie face o' thine ; 

And my heart it stounds wi' anguish. 
Lest my wee thing be na mine. 



Wit, and grace, and love, and beauty. 

In ae constellation shine ; 
To adore thee is my duty^ 

Goddess o' this soul o' mine ! 
Bonnie wee, 8(c. 



O, FOR 
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O, FOR ANE AND TWENTY, TAM! 



Tune—^^^ The Moudiewort/' 



An O, for ane and twenty y Tarn ! 

An heify sweet ant and twenty ^ Tarn ! 
Pll learn my kin a rattlin sang^ 

An I saw ane and twenty. Tarn. 

They sdooI me sair, and haud me down. 
And gar me look like bluntie, Tam ! 

But three short years will soon wheel roun'. 
And then comes ane and twenty. Tarn. 
An O, for ane. Sic. 



A gleib o' Ian', a claut o' gear. 
Was left me by my auntie, Tam ; 

At kith or kin I need na spier. 
An I saw ane and twenty, Tam. 
An O, for ane, Xc. 



They'U 
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They'll hae me wed a wealthy coof, 
Tho' I mysel hae plenty^ Tarn ; 

But hear'st thou^ laddie, there's my loof, 
I'm thine at ane and twenty, Tam I 
^n O, for ane, Xc. 



BESS 
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BESS AND HER SPINNING WHEEL. 



\J LEEZE me on my spinning wheel» 
O leeze me on my rock and reel ; 
Frae tap to tae that deeds me bien^ 
And haps me fiel and warm at e'en ! 
I'll set me down and sing and spin^ *. . 
While laigh descends the simmer sun^ 
Blest wi' content^ and milk and meal— 
O leeze me on my spinning wheel. 

On ilka hand the burnies trot. 
And meet below my theekit cot ; 
The scented birk and hawthorn white 
Across the pool their arms unite. 
Alike to screen the birdie's nest. 
And little fishes' caller rest : 
The sun blinks kindly in the biel'. 
Where blithe I turn my spinning wheel. 



.■• 



On 
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On lofty aiks the cashats wail^ 
And echo cons the doolfu' tale ; 
The lintwhites in the hazel braes^ 
Delighted^ rival ither's lays : 
The.creik amang the claver hay^ 
The paitrick whirrin o'er the ley. 
The swallow jinkin round my shiel. 
Amuse me at my spinning wheel. 

Wi* sma' to sell, and less to buy, 
Aboon distress, below envy, 
O wha wad leave this humble state. 
For a* the pride of a' the great ? 
Amid their flaring, idle toys. 
Amid their cumbrous, dinsome joys. 
Can they the peace and pleasure feel 
Of Bessy at her spinning wheel ? 



COUNTRY 
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COUNTRY LASSIE. 



In simmer when the hay was mawn. 

And corn wav'd green in ilka fields 
While claver blooms white o*er the lea^ 

And roses blaw in ilka bield ; 
Blithe Bessie in the milking shield 

Says, ril be wed, come oH what will; 
Out spak a dame in wrinkled eild, 

O' guid advisement comes nae ill. 

Its ye hae wooers mony ane. 

And lassie, ye*re but young ye ken ; 
Then wait a wee, and cannie wale, 

A routhie butt, a routhie ben :. 
There's Johnie o* the Buskie-glen, 

Fu* is his barn, fu' is his byre ; 
Tak this frae me, my bonnie hen. 

It 's plenty beets the luver's fire. 



For 
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For Johnie o' the Buskie-glen, 

I dinna care a single flie ; 
He lo'es -sae weel his craps and kye. 

He has nae luve to spare for me : 
But blithe's (h« blink o' Robie's e'e. 

And weel I wat he lo'es me dear : 
A^ blink o* him I wad nae gie 

For Buskie-glen and a' his gear. 

O thoughtless lassie, life's a feught ; 

The canniest gate, the strife is sair^ 
But ay fu' han't is fechtin best, 

A hungry carets an unco care : 
But some will spend, and some will spare^ 
^ An' wilfu^ folk maun hae their will ; 
Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair. 

Keep mind that ye maun drink the yill« 

O, gear will buy me rigs o' land. 

And gear will buy me sheep and kye ; 
But the tender heart o' leesome lu?e. 

The gowd and siller canna buy : 
We may be poor — Kobie and 1, 

Light is the burden luve lays on^ 
Content and luve bring peace and joy. 

What mair hae queens upon a throne ? 



v^ 
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f A'ili ELIZA, 



»^ • - # , - . ^ 



J GAELIC AIR. 



Turn again, thou fair Eliza, 

Ae kind blink before we part, 
Rew on thy despairing lover ! 

Canst thou break his faithfu* heart ? 
Turn again, thou fair Eliza ; 

If to love thy heart denies. 
For pity hide the cruel sentence 

Under friendship's kind disguise ! 

Thee, dear maid, hae I offended ? 

The offence is loving thee : 
Canst thou wreck his peace for ever, 

Wha for thine wad gladly die ? 
While the life beats in my bosom^ 

Thou shalt mix in ilka throe : 
Turn again, thou lovely maiden^ 

Ae sweet smile on me bestow. 

• ; I Y9I- IV. Y Not 



9ii 

Not the bee upon the blossom. 

In the pride o* sinnjr noon ; 
Not the little sporting fairy^ 

All beneath the simmer moon s 
Not the poet in the moment 

Fancy lightens on his e'e^ 
Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture 

That thy presence gies tp me. 



^' 



■ I 
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THE POSIE. 



f 



O LUVE will venture in, where it daur na weel 

be seen, 
O luve will venture in, where wisdom ande has 

been ; 
But I will down yon river rove, amang the wood 

sae green, 
. And a' to pu' a posie to my ain dear May. 

The primrose I will pu', the firstling o' the ye^x^ 
And I will pa' the pink, the emblem o' my dear. 
For she's the pink o' womankind, and blooms 
without a peer ) 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

I'll pu' the budding rose, when Phcabus peeps 

in view, 
For it's like a baumy kiss'o' her sweet bonnie mou; 
The hyacinth's for constancy wi' its unchanging 

blue. 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May« 

- Y2 The 
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The lily it is pure, and the lily it is fair. 
And in her lovely bosom I'll place the lily there; 
The daisy's for. simplicity and unaffected air. 
And a' to be a posie to niy ain dear May. 

The hawthorn I will pu*, wi' its locks o' siller 

grey. 
Where, like an aged man, it stands at break o' 

day. 
But the songster's nest within the bosh I winM 

tak away ; 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 



The woodbine I will pu' when the e'ening sttff 

is near. 
And the diamond-drmps o' dew shidl be her ten 

sae clear ; 
The violet's for modesty which weel she h,*s it 

wear. 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

I'll tie the posie round wf the si&en band o' 

luve. 
And I'll place it in her breait» find I'll sWear hf 

a' above, 
Tfaftt to^ .. my latest dratight o' life the ba&4 .^liaH 
.M , ne'er remove. 
And this will be a posie to my ain ddiir May. 



THE 
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THE BANKS O^ DOON. 



Ye banks and braes o* bonnie Doon^ 

How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair 3 
How can ye chant, ye little birds. 

And I sae weary, fu' o' care ! 
Thou'lt break my heart, thou warbling bird. 

That wantons thro* the flowering thorn : 
Thou minds me o' departed joys. 

Departed never to return. 

Oft hae I rov'd by bonnie Doon, 

To see the rose and woodbine twine ; 
And ilka bird sang o' its luve. 

And fondly sae did I o' mine. 
WV lightsome heart I pu'd a rose, 

Fu' sweet upon its thorny tree 5 
And my fause luver stole my rose. 

But ah ! he left the thorn wi' me. 



SIC 



9SD 



SIC A WIFE AS WILLIE HAI>. 



WiLUE Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 
The spot they ca'd it Linkumdoddie,. 

Willie was a wabster guid, 

CSou'd stown a clue wi' onie bodie; 

He had a wife was dour and din, 
O Tinkler M adgie was her mither ^ 

Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wad na gie a button for her^ 

She has an e'e, she has but ane^ 
The cat has twa the very colour ; 

Five rusty teeth, forbye a stump, 

A clapper tongue wad deave a miller ; 

A whiskin beard about her mou, ^ 

Her nose and chin they threaten ither y 
Sic a wife, &c. 



SheV 



She's bow-hough'd, she's hein shinn'd, 
Ae limpiD leg. a hand-breed shorter; 

She's twisted right, she's twisted left^ 
To balance fair in ilka quarter : 

She has a hump upon her breast. 
The twin o' that upon her ,shouther ; 
Sic a wife, &c. 

Auld baudrans by the ingle, sits. 
An' wi' her loof her face a washin ; 

But Willie's wife is nae sae trig. 

She dights her grunzie wi' a hushion ; 

Her walie nie?es like midden-creels. 
Her face wad fjrle the Logan- Water j 

■ 

Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wad na gie a button for her. 



t m 
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GLOOMY DECEMBER. 



Ance; ttwr I hail Ibee, thou gloomy December ! 

Ance mdit I hail thee wi' sorroBr and care> 
Sad w£^ the ipaiting thou makes me remember. 

Parting wi' Nancy, Oh 1 ne'er to meet mair ; 
Fond lovers' parting is sweet painful pleasure^ 

Hope beaming mild on the soft parting hour ; 
But the dire feeling, O farewell for every 

Is anguish unmingl'd and agOny pure. 

Wild as the winter now tearing the forest. 

Till the last leaf o' the summer is flown. 
Such is the tempest has shaken my bosom. 

Since my last hope and last comfort is gone; 
Still as I hail thee, thou gloomy December, 

Still shall I hail thee wi' sorrow and care ; 
For sad was the parting thou makes me remember. 

Parting wi' Nancy, Oh ! ne'er to meet mair. 

WILT 
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WILT THOU BE MY DEARIE ? 



Wilt thou be my dearie ? 

When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart, 
O wilt thou let me cheer thee ? 

By the treasure of my soui. 
And that's the love I bear thee ! 

I swear and vow, that only thou 
Shall ever be my dearie. 

Only thou, I swear and yow> 

Shall ever be my dearie* 

Lassie, say thou lo'es me ; 

Or if thou wilt na be my aio. 
Say na thou'lt refuse me; 

If it winuat canna be. 
Thou for thine may choos0 me ; 

Let me, lassie, ^juickly die^ 
Trusting that thou lo'es me. 

Lassie;^ let me quickly dicj 

Trusting that thou lo'es me. 



SHE'S 
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SHE'S FAIR AND FAUSE. 



Sh£'s fair and fause that causes my smarts, 

I lo'ed her meikle and lang; 
She's broken her vow, she's broken my h^art. 

And { may e'en gae hang. 
A coof cam in wi' rowth o' gear. 
And I hae tint my dearest dear. 
But woman is but warld's gear, 

Sae let the bonnie lass gang. 

Whae'er ye be that woman love. 

To this be never blind, 
Nae ferlie 'tis tho' fickle she prove, 

A woman has't by kind : 
O woman lovely, ' woman fair ! 
An angel form's faun to thy share, 
'Twad been o'er meikle to gien thee mair, 

I mean an angel mind. 

AFTON 



SSI 



AFTON WATER. 



Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green 

braes, 
flow gently, FU sing thee a song in thy praise ^ 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream. 
How gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 

Thou stock-dove whose echo resounds thro' the 
glen. 

Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny den. 

Thou green crested lapwing thy screaming for- 
bear, 

I charge you disturb not my slumbering fair. 

How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring hills. 
Far mark'd with the courses of clear, winding 

rills ; 
There daily I wander as noon rises high. 
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eye. 

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below. 
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow; 
There oft as mild evening weeps over the lea. 
The sweet scented birk shades my Mary and me. 

Thy 
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Thy crystal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides. 
And winds by the cot where my Mary resides j* 
How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave. 
As gathering sweet flowerets she stems thy clear 
wave. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes^ 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays ) 
My Mary*s asleep by thy murmuring stream. 
Flow geiitly, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream* 

BONNIE 



4M«lVH>'NV>«««9ii'iw*v*«<i*"a>«M^«''><«rw*«i"«''*"W«^»iw^>^ii*^^ 



* Aiitoi)«'Water is the stream on which stands Aftoi^ 
loij^e: to which Mrs. Stewart removed from Stair.*^ 
Afton-Iodge was Mrs. Stewart's property ffom h^r father. 
The sopg was presented to her in return for her notice, th^ 
first he ever received from any person in her rank of life. 
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BONNIE BELL. 



f 

: i 



The smiling Spring comes in rejoicing. 
And surly Winter grimly flies : - > 

Now crystal clear are the f$|Hing waters. 
And iKmnie blae i^e the sttntiy skiai; ^ > 

Fresh o'er the moantaiM breaks forth the morn- 

The ev'mng gikls^ the ocean's ir^ell ; 
All creatures joy in the suii's returning. 
And I r^oice in my botinie Bell. 

The flowVy Spring leads sunny Summer, 

And yellow Autumn presses near. 
Then in his torn corner gloomy Winter, 

^Till smiling Spring again appear. 
Thus seasons dancing, life advancing. 

Old Time and Nature their changes telJ, 
But tieter ranging, still unchanging 

I adore my bonnie BelK 
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THE GALLANT WEAVER. 



INHERE Cart rins rowin to the sea. 
By mony a flowV and spreading tree. 
There lives a lad, the lad for me. 
He is a gallant weaver. 

Oh I had wooers aught or nine. 
They gied me rings and ribbons fine ^ 
And I was feared my heart would tine. 
And I gied it to the weaver. 

My daddie sign'd my tocher-band. 
To gie the lad that has the land. 
But to my heart FU add my hand. 
And gie it to the weaver. 

While birds rejoice in leafy bowers 5 
While bees delight in opening flowers ; 
While corn grows green in sinuner showers, 
I'll love my gallant weaver** 

LOUIS 



# la some Editions taihr is substituted for weaver. 
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LOUIS WHAT RECK I BY THEE ? 



Ir . 



Louis what reck I by thee> 
Or Geordie on his ocean ? 

Dy vor> beggar loUn^ to me, 
I reign in Jeanie's bosom. 



Let her crown my love her law. 
And in her breast enthrone me : 

Kings and nations, swith awa 1 
Reif randies I disown ye ! 



FQR 
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FOR THE SAKE OF SOMEBODY. 



My heart is Mir, I dare na tett> 
My bean is satr for sottiebddy $ 

I could wake a winter night 
For the sake^o' somebody. 
Obfhori I for iovaslMiy ! 
: Oh-hey ! for aomebody.l 

I couhi range tbe world around^ 

For the '^ke o' somebo4y^ i 



Ye Powers, that smile on virtuous love^ 

O, sweetly smile on somebody ! 
Frae ilka danger keep him free^ 
And send me safe my somebody. 
Oh-hon ! for somebody 1 
Oh-hey ! for somebody ! 
I wad do — what wad I not ? 
For the sake o' somebody ! 



THE 
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THE LOVELY LASS OF INVERNESS. 



The lovely lass o' Inverness^ 

Nae joy nor pleasure can she see; 
For e'en and mom she cries, alas ! 

And ay the saiit tear blins her e'e : 
Drumossie moor, Drumossie day, 

A waefu' day it was to me ; 
For there I lost my father dear. 

My father dear, and brethren three. 

Their winding sheet the bluidy clay. 

Their graves are growing green to see; 
And by them lies the dearest lad <s^ 

That ever blest a woman's e'e ! 
Now wae to thee, thou cruel lord, 

A bluidy man I trow thou be ; 
For mony a heart thou hast made sair. 

That ne'er did wrong to thine or thee. 



VOL. IV. z A Mother's 



A Mother* s Lament for the Death qf her Son. 



Tune-^'' FiNLAYSTON House. 



ft 



Fate gave the word^ the arrow sped. 

And pierc'd my darling's heart : 
And with him all the Joys ave fted 

Life can to me impart. . 
By cruel hands the sapling drops. 

In dust dishonoured laid : 
So fell the pride of dl my hopes. 

My age's future shade. 

The mother-linnet in the brake 

Bewails her r^yish'd young ^ 
So I, for my lost darling's sake. 

Lament the live-day long. 
Death, oft I've, fear'd thy fajtal blp^. 

Now, fond I bare my breast, 
O, do thou kindly lay me low 

With bim I love, at rest. 



(XUhY, 
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O MAY, THY MORN. 



O May, thy morn was ne'er sae sweet. 
As the mirk night o' December ; 

For sparkling was the rosy wine. 
And private waff the chanlber : 

And dear was she I dans ha name. 
But I will ay ^emiember. 
And dear, &c. 



And b6»'6 IQ tbew^ tM, Ijkfi onri^. 
Can pii3h ibhout ihe j^jruoot ; 

And here's to them timt w^h m wi^sA, 
May a* that's gnid watch o'er them ; 

And here's to them, we dare na tell, 
Thie dearest o^ the quorum. 
And berets to, A^c. ^^ 



2 2 O, WAT 



SAO 



O, WAT YE WHA'S IN YON TOWN ? 



O* WAT ye wha's in yon town. 
Ye see the e'enin snn upon ? 

The fairest dame's in yon town. 
That e'enin sun is shining on* 



Now haply down yon gay green shaw. 
She wanders by t yon spreading tree : ' 

How blest ye flowers that round her blaw. 
Ye catch the glances o' her e'e. 



Ho^ blest ye birds that round her sing. 
And welcome in the blooming y6ar. 

And doubly welcome be the spring. 
The season to my Lucy dear. 



The 
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The sun blinks blithe on yon town. 
And on yon bonnie braes of Ayr ; 

But my delight in yon town^ 
And dearest bliss^ is Lucy fair. 



Without my love, not a' the charms 
O' Paradise could yield me joy ; 

But gie me Lucy in my arms. 
And welcome Lapland's dreary sky. 



My cave wad be a lover's bower^ 
Tho' ragiujg; winter rent the air ; 

And she a lovely little flower^ 
That I wad tent and shelter there. 



O^ sweet is she in yon town. 
Yon sinkin sun's gane down upon ; 

A fairer thanks in yon town, 

His setting beam ne'er shone upon. 



If angry fiite is sworn my foe. 
And suffering I am doom'd to bear ; 

I careless quit aught else below. 
But spare me, spare me Lucy dear. 



For 
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For while life's idlewrtst blb6d b imxm^ 
Ae tfaDi%ht fne her shall ne^er rie|>nt. 

And she — as feiirest is her fdrtan I 
She has ibe traeifct} kiad^ fantrt* ■ 



A RED. 



••**■»••• .• «••< A* x^'** r <•*.«• 



* The heroine ,of this songi Mrs; D; (fofmriy Mia^ 
L. J.), died latdy at lirfboiu This WMrt iiecoa4ilirf|ed and 
most lovely woman was worthy of this beautiful strain of 
sensibility, which will convey some impression of her at- 
tractions to other generations. The song is written io 
the character of heir lybibid; ks t&fc Mic^ilrffi hU¥b ob- 
served by oisr llb^trb letttii' 1o Mr. S^^ (encAl^ this 
song, m Vol. ii. (1799)* S* 



t ;. 
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A RED, RED ROSE. 



0> MY luve's like a red, red rose. 
That's newly sprung in June : 
O, my luve's like the aoelodie 
. Th»k't sweetly j^y'il ta tunc. 

■ 

As fair wt tfabu^ nijr bonriie laiif^ 

So deep in luve am I : 
And I wSl lure thee still, my dtwc^ 

Till a' tM seits gang dr^i 

Till a' the «m |^g diy, my d«ir; 

And the rocks melt wi' the sun : 
I will luve thee siSI^ ixty dent^ 
While the nnds o' Kite iftall nftt; 

And fare thee W^^ my only hiVe f 

And fare thee weel a- while ! 
And I will come again, my luve, 
Tho' it were ten thousand mile. 



Jk VISION. 
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A VISION. 



As I stood by yon roofless to wer^ 
Where the .wa'-flower scents the dewy air. 

Where th* howlet mourns in her ivy bower. 
And tells 1;he midnight moon her care. 

The winds were laid, the* air was still. 
The stars they shot alang the sky ; 

The fox was howling on the hill. 
And the^ distant-eqhoing glens reply. 

The stream, adown its hs^lly path. 
Was rushing by the ruin'd wa's, 

^Hasting to join the sweeping Nith, 
Whase distant roaring swells and fa's. 



The 



* Fariation. To join yon river on the Strath. 
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The cauld blue north was streaming. forth 
Her lights) wi' hissing eerie din y. 

Athort the lift they start, and shift. 
Like fortune's favoursytint.as win. 



*By heedless chance I turned mine eyes. 

And by the moon-beam, shook, to see 
A stern and stalwart ghaist arise, 
Attir'd as minstrels Wont to be. 

.= . . ' i.i If :■ '!, . 
* . ! » J. I. I. j.'f;5 ■ 

Had I a statue been.o' st^ne, i : 

His darin. look had dannt^ me; : i , . 
And on his bonnet grav*d was ^plain, 
^^ The sacrod' posy — Libertie! 



. .'I 



,r >. 



1 : 1 • ■ • ■ . • _ . 

And frae his harp sic strains did flow, 

' ' . ' ■ ' .■♦■■■• 

Might rous'd t^ie slumbering dead to hear^ 
. But oh, it was a tale of woe, 
Asever; met} a Briton's lear ! 



■ i' • 






• .« I 



He 



* Fariation. Now looking over firth and fauld, 

Her horn the pale-fiMs'd Cynthia reared ; 
When, lo, in form of minstrel auld, 
A stem and stalwart ghaist appeared. 
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He duig wr j«^ the ftnbdf diij^i 

HftWCfe]^ tVM&l'^ hU latter titif»} 
But wktti he iUAd it irits itab phi^, 

I #tttiiJi vbtitu^ in My rbyiaeft * 



THE 



>-'*— ff* VTt-"-'-' m>-....-.>8 m, .. .„ .^m .%rl* ■■.■! 1». 



* This poem, • an imperfiect copy of which was printed 
in Johnson's l^useunii is here given from the poers MS. 
with his hut corrections. The scenery so finely described 
k taken fit>ni nature* The poet is supposed to be muring 
by night on die baim tn ArtB nTiit tSitAHbf xjit CkMkiBp 
and by the ftffS tf ljMta9M^A\ib^, fMftdCHGl in the 
twelfth centurf^ hi A« heign of Mdootm IV.^ of lAose 
present rituadon th6 reader iday find soiM aooouni kk Pen- 
nants Tour in Scotland, or Ghrose's Antiquities of that 
divirion of die island. Such a time and sudi a place are 
well fitted for holding converse with aerial beings. Thou^ 
diis poem has a polidcal bias, yet it may be presumed fluit 
n6 reader ot* iaste^ whatever Idi bpihibtil tdi^ b^, wouM 
foi^ve its being omitt^. Owr pbef s prttdeiict MpflMsed 
die song of Libertie, pMikfli ibHilnMely ftr Wk ^epbtadon. 
It may be questioned whether even in die resources of his 
gouhis, a strain of poetry could have been found wordiy of 
die grandeur and solemnity of this preparation, E. 



THE followii^ Poems^ found amoi^ the MSS. of 
Mr. Burns, are now for the first time presented to the 
Public. 
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Copy of a Poetical Address to Mr. Wm. Tytlerj 
with the Present of the Bard^s Picture. 



Revered defender of beauteous Stuart^ 

Of Stuart^ a name once respected, 

. • . . • • . ... 

A name, which to love was the mark of a true heart* 
Bat now 'tis despised and neglected : 



Tho' something like moisture conglobes in my eje^ 
Let no oiie misdeem me disloyal ; ; 

A poor friendless wand'rer may well claini a sig^I^ 
Still more, if that wand'rer were royal. ..^ 



My fathers that name have rever'd on a throne?^ 
My fathers have £dlen to right it 3 / r ^, / 

Those fathers would spurn their degeueri^te spiin * 
That name should he scoffingly .slight it^^^Y 



StiU 
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Still in prayers for K — G — I most heartily joioj 
Tlie Q — 9 and the rest of the gentry^ 

Be they wise^ be they foolish, is nothing of mine; 
Their title's avow'd by my country. 

^ - r 

• • 1 • " * I 



3ut why of that epocha make such a fuss^ 

^» ^^ ^^ ^w ^^ ^^ ^^ ^w 1^ ^^ 



Bat loyalty If^pe ! lyeV? pn d»n^ero!}s ^rf^if^ 
Wl»o Jff^oy^s )}.ow $j^ fashion, p^^y i||ter ? 

The ^octi^ipe, ^9'^W? **!^ ^» tejrajty soji»4^ 
To-morrow may bring us a halter. 



I send you a t^riflci i^ head of {t bard, 
j\ trifle spa^pe worthy ypur care } 

Jiut accept it, sood Sir^ as a m^rt^ of rec^aif^j 
Sincere as a saint's dying prayer. 



Now life's diiHy evening dim shades on vour eyc^ 
And ushers the long dreary night ; 

But yoi) like the star that athwart glides the ^i 
Yoilr course to the latest is bright. 



My 



^1 

• 

My muse jilted me here, and turned a comer 
on me, and I have not got again into her good 
graces. Do me tl>^ jvjrtiqe to believe me sincere 
in the grateful remembrance of the many civili- 
ties you have honoured me with since I came to 
Edinburgh, and in assuriag you tkat I have the 
honour to be. 

Revered Sir, 

Your obliged and ver^ hui^bte Servant^ 



R. BUENS. 



Edinburgh, 17^7- 



f . 
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CALEDONIA. 
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CALEDONIA. 



Tune-—" Caledonian Hunt's Deught." > 

1 H£R£ was once a day^ but old Time then was 

young, 
,That brave Caledonia, the chief of her line. 
From some of youl* northern deities sprung, 

(Who knows not that brave Caledonia's divine ?) 
Fromi Tweed to the Orcades was her domain. 

To hunt, or to pasture, or do what she would : 
Her heavenly relations there fixed her reign. 
And pledg'd her their godheads to warrant it 
good. 

» — 

A lambkin in peace, but a lion in war. 

The pride of her kindred, the heroine grew : 
Her grandsire, old Odin, triumphantly swore, — 
*' Whoe'er shall provoke thee, th' encounter 
shall rue !" 
With tillage or pasture at times she would sport, 
To feed her fair flocks by her green rustling 
com; 
But chiefly the woods were her fav'rite resort. 
Her darling amusement, the hounds and the 
horn. 

Long 



tiong quiot .slie reigned 5 t?H tkittvenrar d itteerti 

A lAig^ 0^ bold eagies from Adrki's istmnd ;^ 
Repeated, 9iicce»RV6y for ^aiiy lo^g yeaiis, 

nDbegr dftrioeii'd Ihesur^ and Hbey plwider -d the 
land : 
Their pawnees iwM»e mitrder^ anfd terror tfaenr cry, 

Thej^d <K)iiqiier'd iknd tain'd <a world bedide ; 
She took to her hills^ and her arrows let (iy. 

The darifDg invaders they tied or they diied. 

« ■ ■» -I 

*^ ■ . * • - • • 

The fell Harpy-raven took wing from the north. 

The sceiirge of tht^ seas^ and th^ dread of ftse 
iriiore-f 
The wild Scattditiaviati boar isiStied forth 

To wanton in carnage and wallow iti gore :| 
O'er 'Countries and kingdoms their fury prevailed. 

No arts conld appease them, no arms conld 
repel; 
But hrave Caledonia in vatn they assail'd. 

As Largs well can withess, and Lonc^e tell.§ 

The 



* The Romans, f The Saxons. { The CWMS. 
^ Tw« Cftinoas %a(tks ik ^ich the fhmes or Korwe- 
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Xbe Cameleon-savage disturb'd her repose, T 
'With tumult, disquiet, rebellioD, andstrifej 

Provok'd beyond bearing, at last she arose, 

t And robb'd him at once of his hopes and his 
life :* 

^be Anglian lion, the terror of France, 

Oft prowling, ensanguined the Tweed's silver 
, ' flood; . ■ ' ^ . . : * ' 

But, taught by the bright Caledonian lance. 

He learned to fear in bis own native wood. 

' * ■ . 
jThus bold, independent, unconquer'd, and free, 

Her bright course of glory for ever shall ran : 

For brave Caledonia immortal must, be; 

4^ I'll prpve.it from Euclid, as clear as the sun: 

Bectangle-triangle, the figure we'll choose, j 

' The upright is Chance, and old Time is the 

base ; 

But brave Caledonia's th^ hypothenqse ; ;; 

' Then ergo, she'll match them, and. match 

them always.f 

The 



•ThePicts* 

t This sii^ar figure of poetrjr, tsken firom tb^ mt- 
thematics, refers to the famous propo^tioii of Py|hi^;piii^ 
the 47tb of Euclid. In a right-angled triangle, the squire 
of the hypothenuse is always equal to the aqoares of die 
two other sides. * '* ^ 'E. 



355 

• ' • : • • ■ •. • . 

> fi;,, • . .1 ' i ''.'., ■ ■ . ' 

..>■■' 



J 

r 



The following Poem was written to. a Gentlemm 
who had sent him a Newspaper ^ and qffere/^ 
to continue it free of Expense. > 






•r r^ 



Kind Sir^ I've read your paper thiroiQgby i 
And faith, to me, 'twas really new I 
How guessed ye. Sir, what maist I wanted ? 
This mony a day I've grain'd and gaunted. 
To ken what French mischief was brewin ; ' 
Or what the drumlie Dutch were doin : ' 

That vile doup-skelper. Emperor Jo^ph, 
If Venus yet had got his nose oflF; . ;^ 

Or how the coUieshangie works 
Atween the Russians and the Turks ; . 
Or if the Swtede, before he half. 
Would play anither Charles the twalt : 
If Denmark, any body spak o't; 
Or Poland, wha had now the tack o't ; 
How cut-throat Prussian blades were hingin ; 
How libbet Italy was singin ; 
If Spaniard, Portuguese, or Swiss, 
Were sayin or takin aught amiss : 
Or how our merry lads at hame. 
In Britain's court kept up the game : 
JV > aa2 How 
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How royal George^ the Lord leuk o'er him ! 
Was managing St. Stephen's quorum ; 
If sleekit Chatham Will was livin. 
Or glaikit Charlie got his nieve in ; 
How daddie Burke the plea was cookin^ 
If Wanten Hastings^ neck was jedkin ; 
How eefses^ stents, and fears were rax^d^ 
Or if bare a — s yet were taxM ; 
The news o' princes, dukes, ' and earls. 
Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and opera-girls ; 
If that daft buckie, Geordie W***s, 
Was threshin still at hizzies* tails,' 
Or if he was grown oughtlins douser^ 
And BO a perfect kintra cooser* 
A' this and mair I never heard of; 
And but for ^ou I might despair'd of; 
So gratefu', back your news I send you. 
And pray, a' guid things may attend you ! 

EUislandj Monday i/Ifirnif^^ 17j99* 



POEM 



^7 



FOE M 



' • i 



ON PASTORAL POETRY. 



Hail^ Poesic ! thou Nymph resetv^il 
In chase o- thee, what crowds hae swervVl 
Frae common sense, or sunk enenr'd 

'Mang heaps o* clavers ; 
And och ! o'er aft thy joes hae starved. 

Mid a' thy favonrs ! 

]» Say 5 Lassie, why thy train attiafrg; 
While loud, the trump's heroic clang. 
And sock ot" buskin skielp alatig 

To death or mairriage ; 
Scarccf ane ha!; tiried the shepherd-sang 

Btit wi' miscairriage ? 



In 
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In Homer's craft Jock Milton thrives $ 
Eschylus' pen Will Shakespeare drives ; 
Wee Pope^ the knurlin, till him rives 

Horatian fame ; 
In thy sweet sang,; Barbauld^ survives 

Even Sappho's flame. 

But thee. Theocritus, virha matches ? 
They're no herd's batllats^ Maro's catbfa^s ^ 
Squire Pope but busks his skinklin patches 

O' heathen tatters : * 
I pass by hunders^ nameless ^ivretches. 

That ape their betters. 

In thisbiTaw age o' wit and lear^^ 
Will naae the Sh^pherd'^ whistle mair 
Blaw sweetly in its native air 

And rural grace ; 
And wi' the far-fam'd Grecian^ share 

.A rival place? 



Yes ! there is ane ; a Scottish callan ! 
There's ane ; come forrit, honest Allan ! 
Thou need najouk behiQt the hallan, 

,. A chiel sae clever ; 
The teeth o' Time may gnaw Tamtallan^ 

But thou's for ever. 



.«. 



• . « K 



Thou 



3^9 

Thou paints auld nature to the nines^^ 

In thy sweet Caledonian lines ; 

Nae gowden stream thro' myrtles twines, 

Where Philomel, 
While nightly breezes sweep the vines. 

Her griefs will teli I 

In gowany glens thy burnie strays. 
Where bonnie lasses bleach their claes : 
Or trots by hazelly shaws and braes, 

Wi' Jiawthorns gray. 
Where blackbirds join the shepherd's lays 

At close o' day. 

Thy rural Iqves are nature's sel ; 

Nae bombast ^spates 6' nonsense swell ; 

Nae snap conceits, but that sweet spell 

O' witchin love. 
That charm that can the strongest quell. 

The sternest move. 



ON 



ttt » I 



* To the nmes — exactly* £• 
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ON THE BATTLE OF SHERIFF.MUJR, 



KTWBElf* 



The Duke qf Argyhs and the Earl qf M^^l^ 



*' CAM ye here the fight ta shuni^ 
Op herd the sheep wi*^ me, man^ 

Or were ye at the Sherra-mnir, 
And did the battle see, tfian?'' 
I saw the battle, sair and tongh. 
And reekin-redran mony a shengh. 
My heart, for fear, gae sough for sought 
To hear the thuds, and see the cluds, 
O' clans. frae woods, in tartan dads>. 

Wha glaum'd at kingdoms three, man. 

The red-coat lads wi' black cockades 
To meet them were na slaw, man ; 

They rush'd and push'd, and blude outgush'd. 
And mony la bouk did fa', man : 

Tbe 



The great Argjrife led oai W»fi1te«r, 
I wat they glanced twenty miles : 
They hack'd and hashed, tv^tle Brcmd^swwds 

clash'd^ 
And thro* they dkshM, and hew^d', and' snmsb'd. 
Till fey men died awa, man. 



\ 



But had you seen die philibegis. 

And skyrin tartan tr^ws^. maa» 
When in the teeth they dar*d our whigs^ 

And coveuant true bluesy man ; 
In lines extended laog and large^ 
When bayonets opposed: the targQ«> 
And thousands hasten'd t<x the charge, ; 
Wi' Highland wratfarthay i^ae the shoath^ 
Prew blades o* deatht. tiU^;OiH' o' bf^atb^ 
They fledi lite fFiflEhM4^4oo%, mmv . . 
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« O how ctei^Tkn dan thai be trae ? ■ 

The chase gaed' frafe the n(n*th, man : 
I saw myself, they did pursue 

The horsemen back to Forth, man ; 
And^at iTumblane, in my ain sight. 
They took the brig wi* a* their might. 
An d st r aught to S tirli n g w inge d- thefrfiight-; 
But, cursed lot ! the gates were shut, 
An^^mapy ^ihuatit^. poor redrcoaJ^,. 



Vw fear amaist did swarfib wan*' ' 



My 
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My sister Kate cam up the gate 

Wi' crowdie unto me^ man ; 
She swore she saw some rebels mn 
Frae Perth unto Dundee, man : 
Their left-hand general had nae skill/ 
The Angus lads had nae good will 
That day their neebors' blood to spill -, 
For feafy by foes, that they should lose 
Their cogs o' brose ; all crying woes. 
And so it goes you see^ man. 

They've lost some gallant gentlemen^ 
Amang the Highland clans^ man ; 
I fear my Lord Panmure is slain. 

Or fallen in whiggish hands, man : 
Now wad ye sing this double fight, 
Somq fell for wrang and some for right ^ 
But mony bade the world guid-night ; 
Then ye may tell, how pell and mell. 
By red claymores, and muskets' knell, 
Wi' dying yell, the tones fell. 
And whigs to hell did flee, man*^ 



SKETCH. 



* This was written about tfie time our bard made lib 
tour to the Highlands, 1787. E. 
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SKETCH. 
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NEW YEAR'S DAY. 



■ > 



To Mrs. DUNLOP. 



This day^ Time winds th' exhausted chain^ 
To run the twelvemonth's length again: — 
I see the old, bald-pated fellow, 
A^ith ardent eyes, complexion sallow^ 
Adjust the unimpair'd machine^ 
To wheel the equal, dull routine. 



The absent lover, minor heir, 
, In vain assail him with their prayer. 
Deaf as my friend, he sees them press, 
. Nor makes the hour one moment less« 
Will you (the Major's with the hounds, 
,7*he happy iesmxU ^bare his jounds i - ^^ 

Coila'» 
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Coila's fair Rachael's care to-day,^ 

And blooming Keith's engaged with Gray) 

From housewife cares a minute borrow — 

— ^That grandchild's cap will do to-morrow — 

And join with me a moralizing, 

This day's propitions to be wise in. 

Firsty what did yesternight deliver ? 

*^ Another year is gone for ever." 

And what is thisr day^s strong suggdrtion ? 

*^ The passing moment's all we rest on l'^ 

Rest on — for what ? what do we here ? 

Or why regard tbe passing jti6ff} 

Will Time, amus'd with proverb'd lore. 

Add to our date one minnte more ? 

A few days may — a few years must— 

Kepose us in the silent dust. 

Then is it wise to damp our bliss ? 

Yes — air such reasonings are amiss 1 

The voice of nature loudly cries, 

And many a message from the 

That something in us never dies : 

That on this fVail, uncertain sttife. 

Hang matters of eternal weight : 

That future life in worlds unknown 

Must take its hue from tfail» alone ; 

Whetiler 



^ J ..^ . . 
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* This -joiamg tady vnu dn^trtttg a {flcHM of 'Cbib Am 
I, Vol.iii.p.99. E- 



Whether as heavenly glory bright^ 
Or dark as misery's woful night. — 
Since then, my honoured, first of friends. 
On this poor being all depends ; 
Let us th' important now employ. 
And live pa tho^ who newr die* . : : > 
Tho' you, with days and honours crown'd. 

Witness that filial i^irdp rofmf],^ .., .. .^v 
(A sight life's sorrows to repulse, 

A sig^t p^ ©Ewy ^ «PM9^M > V » v^^ 
Others now claim your chief regard ; 
Yourself, ypu w^^ y^or Jnfght reward. 

• .1 -• 1 1 
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EXTEMPORE. 
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EXTEMPORE, 

ON THE LATE MR. WIIIJAM SMELLIE, 

• « ■ ■ • - 

Author of the PMJofopJ^ of NatunU History, and 

r . , ■ . . . ■ 

Mmiktr ^ ike A i M H fmri m mi tb^8$tktim^ BrfW ir ^i -' 

To Crochallan came* 
The old cocked hat, the grey surtout, the same; 
His bristling beard just rising in its might, 
'Twas four long nights and days to shaving-night, 
His uncomb'd grizzly locks wild staring, thatchM 
A head, for thought profound and clear, un- 
matched ^ 
Yet tho' his caustic wit was biting, rude, 
Ss heart was warm, benevolent, and good. 

POETICAL 



* Mr. Smellie, and our poet, were both members of a 
dub in Edinburgh, under the name of Crochallan Fen- 
cibks. £. 
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POETICAL INSCRIPTION 
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AN ALTAR TO INDEPENDENOEiA 

At JteftvUghtTyt tht jSeitt if Mr. 1Bf/V<m. * 

■* 7 

[Written in Slimmer, 1795.] 



• J :j 



Thou of an independent rmind^ - » - • ' < ^ ' 
With soul resolv'd^ with sou) resigned ^ ( 
Prepared Power's proudest frown to bmvi/ 
Who wilt not be/ nor have a dbve-i - ^^ ^-»^ ^ 
Virtue alone who dost revei^i ' *l 
Thy own reproach alone dost fear, 
Approach this shrine^ and worship 
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SONNE!', 
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SONNET, 

On the Death of ROBERT RIDDEL, E8$. 

of Glen RiddeL 



" ' ' * ' 



Jpnt/ 1794, 

Npucfrieft )re mtM^n «f the woodt/ula M»re^ 
Nor pour your descant, grating, on my soul ; 
Tti(6»>ypfiQg-e|re4%riDg^ gay i|k l|y rerdant 
stole, 
More welcome were to m^ ^rim Winter's wildest 
roar* 

How can ye qlhMiii> jf^^BQw'drs, with all your dyes ? 
Ye l^byw Upon th^ Md that wmp^ my AUsmd-, 
How^an I to flhe 4tioafiil tftrain ^ttted i 
That strain ;Qo^s round ith' usliowly tomb where 
Riddel lies,* / •• m 
' - >..'..;•■■ Yes, 

4 



)k • > -.M 



* <■■ 



• Robert Riddel, Esq., of Friars' Carse, a very worthy 
charac^ir, and one to whom our bard thot^t himself 
mider many obligations. It is a curious circumstance, that 
the two <ioncluding lines express a sentiment exactly similar 
to one of the most beautiful passages in the ** Pastor Kdo,'' 
from the 7 th to the 10th line of the monologue, at the 
openii^ of the third Act ; yet Bums had no acquaintance 
with Guarini's work. Feeling dictates to genius in all ages, 
and all countries, and her language must be often the same. 

. •• .' E. 
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Yes, pour, ye warblers, pour the notes of woe. 
And sooth the Virtues weeping on this bier^ 
The Man of Worthy and has not left his peer. 
Is in his ^^ narrow house" for «ver darkly low. 

Thee, Spring, again with joy shall others greet; 
Me, jqa^m'ry of my loss will only m^t 



MONODY, 
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MONODY, 



ON J LADY FAMED FOR HER CAPRICL 



How cold is that bosom which folly once firedj 
How pale is that cheek where the rouge lately 
glisten'd i 

How silent that tongue which the echoes oft tired. 
How dull is that ear which to flattery so listened ! 

If sorrow and anguish their exit await. 

From friendship and dearest affection remoy'd^ 

How doubly severer, Eliza, thy fate. 

Thou diedst unwept as thou livedst nnlov'd. 

Loves, Graces, and Virtues, I call not on you; 

So shy, grave, and distant, ye shed not a tear : 
But come, all ye offspring of Folly so true. 

And flowers let us cull for Eliza's cold bier. 



We'fl 
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We'll search thro* the garden for each silly 
flower. 
We'll roam thro' the forest for each idle weed ; 
But chiefly the nettle, so typical, shower. 
For none e'er approached her but rued the 
rash deed. 

We'll sculpture the marble, we'll measure the lay. 
Here Vanity strums on her idiot lyre ; 

There keen Indignation shall dart on her prey. 
Which spurning Contempt shall redeem from 
his ire. 



THE EPITAPH. 

Here lies, now a prey to insulting neglect. 
What once was a butterfly gay in life's beam: 

Want only of wisdom denied her respect, 
Want only of goodness denied her esteem. 



IBS Answer 
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Answer to a Mandate sent by the Surveyor qfthe 
Windows^ Carriages, 8(c. to each Farmer, order- 
ing him to send a signed List of his Horses, Ser- 
vants, WheeUCarriages, Xc, and whether he was 
a married Man or a Bachelor, and what Child- 
ren they had. 



Sir, as your mandate did request^ 
I send you here a faithfu' list. 
My horses, servants, carts and gcaith. 
To which I'm free to tak my aith. 

Imprimis, then, for carriage cattle, 
I hae four brutes o' gallant mettle. 
As ever drew before a pettle. 
My hand-qfore,* a guid auld has-been. 
And wight and wilfu' a' his days seen ; 



My 



* The fore-horse on the left-hand m the plough* 
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Mjr hand-ia^biitf* a guid brown filly, 
Wha aft ba^ borne me safe frae Killie^f 
And your anld borough mony a time. 
In days wbai riding was nae crime : 
My/Mr-<i-Ain,J a guid grey beast^ 
As e'er in tug or tow was trac'd : 
The fourtby a Highland Donald hasty^ 
A d-mn'd red-wnd Kilburnie blastie* 
For-by a cowte, of cowtes the wale. 
As ever ran before a tail ; 
An' he be sparM to be a beast. 
He'll draw me fifteen pund at least. 

Wheel carriages I hae but few. 
Three carts, and twa are feckly new ; 
An auld wheel-barrow, mair for token, 
Ae leg and baith the trams are broken : 
I made a poker o' the spindle. 
And my auld mither brunt the trundle. 
For men, I've three mischievous boys, 
Run-deils for rantin and for noise ; 
A gadsman ane, a thresher t'other. 
Wee Davoc bauds the nowte in fother. 



I rule 



* The hmdmost on the left-hand, in the plough. 

f Kilmarnock* 

% The same on the right>hand, in the plough. 
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I rule thfim, as I oughts discreetlj. 
And often labour them completdj^ 
And ay on Sundays duly nightly, 
I on the questions tairge them tightly. 
Till faith wee Davoc's grown sae gleg, 
(Tho' scarcely langer than my leg) 
He'll screed you off effectual cailingf 
As fast as ony in the dwalling. 

IVe nane in female servant station. 
Lord keep me ay frae a' temptation ! 
I hae nae wife, and that my bliss is. 
And ye hae laid nae tax on misses ; 
For weans Fm mair than weel contented. 
Heaven sent me ane mair than I wanted; 
My sonsie, smirking, dear-bought Bess, 
She stares the daddie in her face. 
Enough of ought ye like but grace. 
But her, my bonny, sweet, wee lady, 
I've said enough for her already. 
And if ye tax her or her mither. 
By the L — d ye'se get them a' tfaegither ! 

And now, remember, Mr. Aiken, 
Nae kind of license out I'm taking. 
Thro' dirt and dub for life I'll paidle. 
Ere I sae dear pay for a saddle ; 



I've 
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I've sturdy stamps^ the Lord be thanked ! 
And a' my gates on foot I'll shank it. 

This list wi' my ain hand IVe wrote it. 
The day and date as under noted ; 
Then know all ye whom it concerns 
Subscripsi huic 

ROBERT BURNS. 






song/ 
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SONG. 
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jVae gentle dames^ tho' e'er sae fair,* 
Shall ever be my muse's care ; 
Their titles a' are empty show ; 
Gie me my highland lassie, O. 

Within the glen sae bushy ^ O, 
Aboon the plain sae rushf, O, 
I set me dawn wV right good will. 
To sing my highland lassie, 0. 

Oh^ were yon hills and valleys mine^^ 
Yon palace and yon gardens fine ! 
The world then the love should know 
I bear my highland lassie^ O. 
Within the glen, &c. 



But 



* Gentle is used here in opposition to simple, in die 
Scottish and old English sense of tbe word. Nae gentle 
dames— No high-blooded dames. £• 
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But fickle fortune frowns on me. 
And I maun croes the raging sea : 
But while my crimson currents flow 
I'll loTe my highland lassie^ 0« 
Within the glen, &c. 

Altho' thro' foreign climes I range^ 
I know her heart will never change^ 
For her bosom burns with honour's glow. 
My faithful highland lassie, O. 
Within the glen, &c. 

For her I'll dare the billow's roar, 
' or her I'll ttace a distant shorei 
That Indian wealth may lustre throw, 
Aronnd my highland lassie, O. 
Within the glen, &c. 

She has my heart, she has my hand. 
By sacred truth and honour's band I 
Till the mortal stroke shall lay me low, 
I'm thine my highland lassie, O. 



Farewell 
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Farewell the ghen sae bu!^ky. Of ' 
FareweU the plain sae rushy y O I 
To dther lands I now must go 
To sing my highland lassie, O /* 



' « >« 



IMPROMPTU. 



1 

* This 18 aa eaify prodnctkni, and seems lo. lunre been 
on H^hlaad Mary, ^ E. 
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IMPROMPTU, 



On Mrs. V Birth-day] Ath Nov. 1793. 



■...() 



Old Winter with his fros^jr beard. 

Thus once to Jove his prayer preferred : 

What have I done of all the year. 

To bear this hated doom severe ? 

My cheerless suns no pleasure know : 

Night's horrid car drags, dreary, slow : 

My dismal months no joys are crowning. 

But spleeny English, hanging, drowning. 

. * 
Now, Jove, for once be mighty civil. 

To counterbalance all this evil ; 

Give me, and IVe no more to say. 

Give me Maria's natal day ! 

That brilliant gift will so enrich me. 

Spring, summer, autumn, cannot match me. 

'Tis done ! says Jove -, so ends my story. 

And winter once rejoic'd in glory. 

ADDRESS 
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ADDRESS TO A LADY. 



Oh^ wert thou iff tftrcatdd blasts 

On yonder lea, on yonder lea ; 
My plaidie to the angry airt, 

I'd shelter thee, i'd shelter tbee : 
Or did misfortune's bitter storms 

Around tbee blaw, around thee blaw. - 
Thy bield should be my bosom. 

To share it a', ta share it a-. 

Or were I in the wild|&st waste, n 

Sae black and bare, sae black add bare. 
The desert were a paradise. 

If thou ^ert there, if thou wert there. 
Or were I monarch o* the globe^ 

Wi* thee to reign, wi' thee to tfeign ; 
The brightest jewel in my crown, \ 

Wad be my queen, wad be my queen. 



/ 



TO 



SSI 



ul 



TO A YOUNG LADY, 



Miss JESSY L 5 Dumfries ; 



With Books which the Bard presented her. 



Thine be the volumes, Jessy feir. 
And with them take the poet's prayer ; 
That fate may in her fairest page, 
With every kindliest, best presage. 
Of future bliss eni:ol thy name : 
With nativ^ worth, and spotless fame. 
And wakeful caution still aware 
Of ill — but chief, man's felon snare ; 
,A1I blameless joys on earth we find. 
Arid all the treasures of the mind-^ 
These be thy guardian and reward ; 
Sq pir^ys thy i^ithfiil friend, tke Bard. 



^.^-"M/: SONNET, 
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SONNET, 



Written an the 9£th January, 1793, the Birth- 
day qfthe Author^ on hearing a Thrush 
sing in a morning Walk. 

Sing on, sweet thrush, upon the leafless bough. 
Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy strain i 
See aged Winter 'mid his surly reign. 

At thy blithe carol clears his furrow'd brow. 

So in lone Poverty's dominion drear. 

Sits meek Content with light unamdous heart. 
Welcomes the rapid moments, bids them part, 

Nor asks if they bring ought to hope or fear. 

I thank thee. Author of this opening day ! 

Thou whose bright sun now gilds yon orient 
skies ! 

Riches denied, thy boon was purer joys. 
What wealth could never give nor take away ! 

Yet come, thou child of poverty and care. 
The mite high Heaven bestow'd, that mite with 
thee I'll share. 



EXTEMPORE. 



sas 



EXTEMPORE. 

To Mr. S'^'^E, 

On re/nsing to dine with him, after haoing been 

promised the first of Company^ and the first 

of Cookery y 17th December, 1795. 

JVo more of your guests^ be they titled or not^ 
And cook'ry the first in the nation ; 

Who is proof to thy personal converse and wit. 
Is proof to all other temptation. 



To Mr. S**E, 

With a Present of a Dozen of Porter. 

O HAD the malt thy strength of mind. 
Or hops the flavour of thy wit 5 

'Twere drink for first of human kind, 
A gift that e'en for S**e were fit. 

Jerusalem Taoem, Dumfries. 

THE 



384 



THE DUMFRIES VOLUNTEERS. 



7i«w— " Push about the Jorum." 

April, 1795. 

Does haughty Gaul invasion threat ? 

Then let the loons beware^ Sir ; 
There's wooden walls upon our seas^ 

And volunteers pn shore. Sir. 
The Nith shall run to Corsincon,^ 

And Criffel sink in Solway^f 
Ere we permit a foreign foe 

On British ground to rally ! 

Fall de rally &c* 

O let us not like snarling tykes 

In wrangling be divided ; 
Till slap come in an unco loon 

And wi' a rung decide it. 



Be 



* A high hill at the source of the Nith. 

f A well-known mountain at the mouth of the same 
river. 



Be Britain still to Britain true^ 

Amang oursels united ; 
For never but by British hands 

Maun British wrangs be righted. 

Fall de rally &c. 

The kettle o' the kirk an4 state> 
Perhaps a claut may fail in't ; 

But deil a foreign tinkler loun 
Shall ever ca' a nail in't. 

Our fathers' bhiid the kettle bought, 

« 

And wha wad dare! to spoil it ; 
By heaven, the sacrilegious dog 
Shall fuel be to boil it. 

^ Fall derail, &c. 



■ » 



The wretch that wad a tyrant own. 

And the wretch his true-born brother. 
Who would set the mdb aboon the thrbne 

May they be damned together ! 
Who will not sing "God save the King," 

Shall hang as high 's the steeple ; 
But while we sing " God save the Kirtg/' 

We*ll ne'er forget the People. 



VOL. IV. cc POEM, 
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POEM, 



Addressed to Mr. Mitchell, CoUectar qf Excise, 

Dumfries, 1796. 



f RIEND of the Poet tried and leal, 
Wha, wanting thee, might beg or steal; 
Alake, alake, the meikle deil 

Wi' a' his witches 
Are at it, skelpin ! jig and reel. 

In my poor pouches. 

I modestly fu' fain wad hint it. 
That one pound one, I sairly want it : 
If wi' the hizzie down ye sent it. 

It would be kind ; 
And while my heart wi' life-blood dunted 

I'd bear't in mind. 



S9 
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So may the auld year gang out moaning 
To see the new come laden^ groaning^ 
Wi' double plenty o'er the loanin^ 

To thee and thine; 
Domestic peace and comforts crowning 

The hale design. 



; .■ .■...-•.' 



POSTSCRIPT. 

Ye'ye heanj tl^is while how Fve V^n ]iiqk^VI[ 
And by fdl death was nearly nick^t-: 
Grim loun ! he gat. me by thi^ lecl^et, 

. Apd pair n^e shf uk i 
But by guid luck I lap a wicket. 

And turn'd a neuk. 



« • • 



But by that h^th, .I've got a $hare o% 
And by that life, Fm promised m^ir o't^ 
My hale and weef I'll take a care o't 

A tentier way : 
Then farewell, folly, hide and hair o't. 

For ance and aye. 



CCS Sent 
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, 1 



Sent to a Gentleman whom he had offended. 



The friend whom wild from wisdom's way. 
The fumes of wine infuriate send ; 

(Not moony madness more astray) 
Who bitt deplores that hapless friend? 



Mine was th' insensate frenzied part. 
Ah ! why should I such scenes outlive ! 

■ 

Scenes so abhorrent to my hedM; I 
'Tis thine to pity and forghre. 



: I 



POEM 
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POEM ON LIFE. 



Addressed to Colonel De Fofster, Jhanfries, 1796. 



My hoHOnred colonel, deep I feel 
Your interest in the Poet's wed ; 
Ah I now sma- heart hae I to speel 

The steep Parnassus^ 
SuiTOunded thus by bolus pill^ 

And potion glassies^ 

O what a canty warld were it^ 

Would pain and eare^ and sickness spare it ; 

And fortune fiivour worth and merits 

As they deserve ; 
(And aye a rowth^ roast beef and claret; 

Syne wha wad starve ?) 



Dame 



890 

Dame Life, the* fiction out may trick her. 
And in paste gems and frippery deck her; 
Oh ! flickering, feeble, and unsicker 

I've found her still. 
Ay wavering like the willow wi;CJ^er, 

Tweeh good and ilL 

Then that curst carmagnole, auld Satan, 
Watches, like baudrans by a rattan, 

- 

Our sinfu' saul to get a claut on 

Wi' felon ire; 
Syne, whip ! his tail ye'U ne'er cast saut on. 

He's off like fire. 



Ah Nick ! ah Nick 1 it is ha fair. 
First shewing us the tempting ware. 
Bright wines and bonnie lasses rare. 

To put us daft ; 
Syne weave, unseen, thy spider snare 

O' hell's damned waft. 



Poor man the flie, aft biszes by. 

And aft as chance he comes thee nigh. 

Thy auld damn'd elbow yeuks wi' joy. 

And hdlish pleasure ; 
Already in thy fancy's eye. 

Thy sicker treasure. 



Soon 



^1 

Soon heels o'er gowdie ! in he gangs. 
And like a sheep-head on a tangs. 
Thy girning laugh enjoys his pangs 

And murdering wrestle. 
As dangling in the wind, he hangs 

A gibbet's tassel. 

But lest you think I am unciWl, 

To plague you with this draunting drivel. 

Abjuring z! intentions evil, 

I quat my pen : 
The Lord preserve us (irae the devil ! 

Amen! amea! 



ADDRESS 
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ADDRESS 



TO 



THE TOOTH-ACH. 

My curse upon thy venom'd staug. 
That shoots my tortur'd gums alang ; 
And thro' my lugs gies mony a twangs 

Wi' gnawing vengeance ; 
Tearing my nerves wi* bitter pang^ 

Like racking engines ! 

When fevers burn, or ague freezes. 
Rheumatics gnaw, or cholic squeezes ; 
Our neighbour's sympathy may ease us, 

Wi' pitying moan ; 
But thee — thou hell o' a' diseases. 

Ay mocks our groan ! 

Adown my beard the slavers trickle ! 
1 throw the wee stools o*er the mickle. 
As round the fire the giglets keckle. 

To see me loup ; 
While raving mad, I wish a heckle 

Were in their doup. 



O'a* 
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O' a' the num'rous human dools, 
111 har'sts, daft bargains^ cutty-stools^ 
Or worthy friends rak'd i' the mools^ 

Sad sight to see ! 
The tricks o' knaves^ or fash o' fools. 

Thou bear'st the gree. 

Where'er that place be priests ca* hell. 
Whence a* the tones o' misery yell. 
And ranked plagues their numbers tell. 

In dreadfu' raw. 
Thou, TOOTH-ACH, surely bear'st the bell 

Amang them a' ! 

O thou grim mischief-making chiel. 
That gars the notes of discord squeel. 
Till daft mankind aft dance a reel 

In gore a shoe- thick ; — 
Gie a' the faes o' Scotland's weal 

A towmond's Tooth* Ach ! 



SONG. 



m 



SONG. 



TUM—'' MORAG." 



O WHA is she that lo'es me. 
And has my heart a keeping ? 

O sweet is shp tb;»t lo'^es «?^ 
As dews o' dimmer weejun^ 
In tears thie ^rose-bud^ ^tec|ai^. 



CHORUS. 



O thaVs the lassie o* my heart. 

My lassie ever dearer, 
O thaCs the queen o' woman kind. 

And n£er a ane to peer her. 



If 



If thou shalt meet a lassie^ 

In grace and beauty charming. 

That e*en thy chosen lassie. 

Ere while thy breast sae warming. 
Had ne'er sic powers alarming. 
O thafsy &c. 

If thou hadst heard her talking. 
And thy attentions plighted. 

That ilka body talking. 
But her by thee is slighted ; 
And thou art all delighted. 
O thafsy &c. 

If thou hast met this £ur one. 
When frae feer thoia hast pirtedy 

If every other fair one 
But her, thou hast deserted. 
And thou art broken-hearted.— 

» . • > 

O thatU fhe Iffssie o* mjffieffpt^ 
My lassie ever dearer^ 

O thaVs the queen o^ vxman kind. 
And ne'er a ane^to peer hkr. ^ 



SONG. 



S9d 



SONG. 



Jockey's ta'en the parting kiss. 
O'er the mountains he is gane ; 

And with him is a' my bliss. 
Nought but griefs with me remain* 

Spare my luve, ye winds that blaw. 
Flashy sleets and beating rain ! 

Spare my luve, thou feathery snaw. 
Drifting o'er the frozen plain. 

When the shades of evening creep " 
O'er the day's fair, gladsome e'e, 

Sound and safely may he sleep. 
Sweetly blithe his waukening be ! 

He will think on her he loves. 
Fondly he'll rq>eat her name; 

For where'er he distant roves. 
Jockey's heart is still at hame. 



SONG. 



W7 
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My Teggy^B fece, my Pfeggy -A ferm,' '^ 
The frost of hermit age might wivM ; • 
My Peggy's worth, my Peggy's mind. 
Might charm the first of human kind; 
I love my Peggy's angel air. 
Her face so tndy, h^VQUly fair, ; 
Her native grace so void of art. 
But I adore i^y Peggy's heart. 



The lily's hue, the rose's dye. 
The kindli n^ lustre of an ^ye ; 
Who but owns their magic sWay, < 
Who but knows they all decay ! 
The tender thrill, the pitying tear^ ' 
The generous purpose, nobly dear. 
The gentle lopk, that rage disarm^. 
These are all immortal charms. 






Written 



8» 



•, 



Written in a Wrapper enclosing a Letter to Copt. 
Grose, to be 10- with Mr. Car^onnel, Anti* 
quarian. 



Tune--^'^ Sir John Malcolm.*' 



Ren ye odglit o' Captaiii Giros^i 

Igo, SCago, 
if he><ittiaifg faU^frieads <rt foes?/ 

Iram, cor^m; dagjo. 

Is he South, ^f it^ he' North i 

Igo, SCag^,^ • 

Or drowned in thd iiver Forth ? 
Iram, coram, dago. 



Is he slain by Highlaiid bodiies ? 

IgOy SCago, . .: i 

And eaten Ukq^a ,iy4l^theri]^a£^9 ^ : 

Iram^,4Ufram^i^Sf^^ ..r .;: 

• r ! - • • ■ .< . : : ' w . ■ » ' « I ' • 

Ishe to Abnmi^sbosoiktt'gfan^^ ' ^ 

Or haudin Sarah by the wame ? 
Iram, coram, dago. 



» f \' 



Where'er 



8!^ 

"Where'er he be, the Lord be near him ! 

Igo, i^ ago. 
As for the deil, he daur na steer him. 

Iram, coram, dago. 

But pleases traQAnit ;th' i^neliwd .letter^ 

IgOy X ago. 
Which will oblige your humble debtor. 

Iram, cifatk, dago, 

\ 

; 

So may ye hae auld ^stane8 id store^ 

Igo, 8( ago. 
The very stanes that Adam bore. 

Iram^ coram, dago. 

So May ye get in $lad ^^osifiMtoti^ 

Igo, SC ago, 
The coins o' Satati'S coroimHiotl ! 

Iram^ coram ^ dago. 



\ . 









TO 
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TO 



ROBERT GRAHAM, Es^^ 



OF 



'> . 



On receioing a Favour. 



1 CALL no goddess to inspire my strains, 
A fabled Muse may suit a bard thf^t feigns ; 
Friend of my life ! my ardent spirit bum^ 
And all the tribute of my heart returns. 
For boons accorded, goodness ever new. 
The gift still dearer, as the giver you. 

Thou orb of day ! thou other paler light I 
And all ye many sparkling stars of night ; 
If aught that giver from my mind eflFacej 
If I that giver's bounty e'er disgrace ; 
Then roll to me, along your wandering spheres. 
Only to number out a villain's years ! 

EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH 



ON 



A FRIEND. 



An honest man here fies at rest. 
As e*er God with his image blest ; 
The friend of man, the friend of truth. 
The friend of age, and guide of youth : 
Few hearts like his, with virtue warm'd. 
Few heads with knowledge so informed : 
If there's another world, he lives in bliss ; 
If there is none^ he made the best of this« 



VOL. IV. D D A GRACE 



408 



GRACE BEFORE DINNER. 



O THOU, who kindly dost provide 

For every creature's want ! 
We bless thee, God of Nature wide^ 

For all thy goodness lent : 
And, if it please thee. Heavenly Guide* 

May never worse be sent ; 
But whether granted, or denied^ 

Lord, blesjs us with content 1 

Atnen! 



TO 



m 



TO 



M]/ dear an4 mtwh honoured frknd^ 



Mm- DUNLOP, of DUKLOP. 



ON SENSIBILITY. 



Sensibility how charming, 

Thjou^ my friend^ canst truly tell ; 
But distress with horrors arming. 
Thou hast also known too well ! 

Fairest flower, behold the lily. 

Blooming in the sunny ray : 
Let the blast sweep o'er the valley. 

See it prostrate on the clay. 

DD2 Hear 



Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure. 
Thrill the deepest notes of woe. 



AOff 



A Verse composed and. repeated by Burns, to the 
Master of the House ^ on taking leave at a Place 
in the Highlands, where he had been hospitably 
entertained. 



When death's dark stream I ferry o'er, 
A time that surely shall come; 

In Heaven itself, I'll ask no more. 
Than just a Highland welcome. 



FAREWELL 
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FAREWELL TO AYRSHIRE. 



Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure. 
Scenes that former thoughts renew. 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure. 
Now a sad and last adieu ! 

Bonny DooN^ sae sweet and gloamin^ 
Fare thee weel before I gang ! 

Bonny Doon^ whare, early roaming. 
First I weavM the rustic sang ! 

Bowers, adieu, whare Love, decoying. 
First inthraird this heart o* mine, 

There the saftest sweets enjoying — 
Sweets that Memory ne'er shall tyne ! 

Friends, so near my bosom ever. 
Ye hae rendered moments dear ; 

But, alas ! when forc'd to sever. 
Then the stroke, O how severe ! 



Friends ! 
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t9*.r . • •• Friends ! that parting tear reserve it, 
F*^:\ .• Tho' 'tis doubly dear to me ! 
^* t • ; Could I think I did deserve it, 
^i;\* How much happier would I be ! 

fc^' ^ '. SctJ^cs of woe and scenes of pleasure^ 
fe*^, ^/v,> Scenes that former thoughts renew, 
f'^'i^^'i Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure, 
t^-'' Now a sad and last adieu ! 
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GLOSSARY. 



A. 

AbEIGH^ at a shy distance. 
AirUpetmyf earnest-money. 
AsklaUf asqninty aslant. 
Athort, athwart 
Auld Umg ayne, olden timei days 
of other years. 



B. 

BaUDRANS, a eat 

Bawkf banks 

Beldy bald. 

Ben, into the spenee, or parlonr. 

But and ben, the country kitchen 

and parlour. 
Bield, shelter. . 
Bien^ wealthy, pleotifiiU 



Birkf birch. 

BirkiCy a clever fellow. 

BirkiMhaWf BMte»^eooMui»f 
a small wood.' 

Bleertmdblinf bleered and blmd. 

Bkerity bleared, sore witfi riieom* 

Bluntief snivelling. 

Bogka, spirits, hobgoblins. 

Bmik, vomitings gashing ont 

BreduMf fern. 

Brenif smooth. 

B^hti%4mef the time of coUect- 
ing the sheep in the pens to ba 
milked. 

Bught, a pen. 

Bum, or bwmie, a water, a ri- 
vulet 

Buskie, bushy. 

Bu8k$f dresses. 

BusSf shelter. 

Byre, a cow-house, a shippen. 

CALLANf 
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GLOSSARY. 



CaHAN^ a boy. 

CflUcTy fresh, somidy refrethiDg. 

Oam^ gentle, mild, dexteroni. 

CmitUf cheeriiili merry. 

CeMM, taxes. 

CAtd^ a yoiiBg feUow. 

Ckatf , to clean, to scrape. 

CUtoen^ idle stories. 

CkedSf clothes. 

Cludif donds. 

€!ockemtmjf, a lock of hair tied up 

on a girl's head, a cap. 
Ckfi^ boogfat. 
Cog, a wooden dish. 
Coggie, dimin. ofcog. 
CoUuMhangief qoarrelling. 
Coqff a blockhead, a niony. 
Cooity did cast 
CwihUy kind, loving. 
Crmk, name of a bind. 
Owiff, (jBderfuily, iSiMivg'dotis. 
CrmMey a dish made of oatAreal. 
XMIali^ dove*) or wood-pigeons. 
CMfj sHort. 



Daft, murj, gidd^^ ibolMi. 
thuotf David. 

Dights, cleans. 

JOoolf sorrow; to ting dool, to 

lament, to moum* 
Doo9, doves. 
Dottp, backside. 
Doup-^kelperf out that Mrftes 

the tail. 



Dourmidhif tnUeD| salUiw. 

DoMiiT, pnidenter. 

Doufff pithleiis, wanting fbicet 

Dowie, worn with grief, iatigiie* 

DwfUi stupid. 

Dnmey part of a bagp^. 

Droukity wet 

DramUing, drawling. 

Drumliey moddy. 

Dads, rags, clothes. 

Dwitedf bozt 

Eerie, dreadingspiritSyfrii^ti 

ed. 
EUdf old age. 



F. 



Fa% fiUl, lot, to fiUL 
Fa^8, does 611, water-fidb. 
Path, trouble, care, to tiotUt^ 

to care for. 
Feekt, to fight 
Fechiinf fighting. 
Feckiiy vraistcoat 
feckly, weakly. 
Fen, saccessfnl stroggie, fight 
Ferlie, to wonder; a wonder, a 

term of contempt 
Fiel, soft, smooth. 
Fient, fien^ a pettf oath. 
Fiere, soond, healthy; abrotfiSfi 

a friend. 
Fle&eh% snpplieated. 
ForgeiheTf toniee^ to ^dHAtft 

with. 



OLoSdAtoV- 
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Fcr^f beside. 
J^hcTf ibddtit* 
F§U, to son, to dirty. 

G. 

GaRT, forced to. 
Gatf to make^ to force to. 
Gaber4unzief an old man. 
Gadamanf plough-boy, the boy 

that drives the horses in the 

plough. 
Geckf to toss the head hi wan- 

tolmesSy or scorn. 
Giglet8f playful girls. 
Gkdkefy inattentiye^ foolish. 
Gkmn^df aimed, snatched. 
Gleckf sharp, ready. 
GUiby glebe. 
Glen, dale, deep valley. 
Glinted, peeped. 
Gloamin, twilight. 
GUnar, to look, stare. 
GotooM, Oowers of the daisy, 

dandelion, hawkweed, &c. 
CroiMHiy, GimkMg glem, daisied 

dales. 
Grained andgumUtd, groaned and 

gmnted. 
OroUh, gear. 
Graif wept, shed tears. 
Gree, to agree, to bear the gree, 

to be decidedly tictor. 
Chnatrii, month. 

HaLY, holy. 

HaUan, a partition wall in a cot- 
tage. 



Heeht, offerefl. 

Heckle, a board hi Which aro fix- 
ed a number of sharp pfaa, 
nsed in dressing hemp,flak|li*.' 

Hiney, honey. 

Hoddin, the motion of a Mge 
coontryman riding on a ciii- 
horse, humble* 

Hosts, cotagfas. 

Howff, a landUdy, a hOttra df re- 
sort. 

Howlet, an owU 

Huahion, cushion. 



ILK, or Uka, eaeh, eveiyi 



J. 



JiNKIN, dodffing. 

Jouk, to stoop, to bow tiie head* 

KeNSPECKLE, well known. 
Ken, to know^ ken*d or ken% 

knew, known. 
KiHtra<ooser, conntiy atallii^ 
Knurl, dwarf. 
Kith, kindred. 



LaIGH, law. 

Lsmnf shot, reckonim bitti 



LnSf 
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GLOSSARY. 



XiCM^ the rest, the remamdery 

the other* 
jLftHir, Snisy ridge. 
hmmmt^ pleasant 
libUt, gelded. 

IMU^ ballads, tones to sing. 

Utm^ a predpiee. 

XiMm, or IsouM, the place of 

Bifldng. 
jLo^T, the pahn of the hand. 
Lmqi, jiunpi leap. 
Lift, the ears. 



MaILEN^ fiurm. 

MeUcUf mneh. 

MBrkp or mMud, daik, daricest. 



N. 

JYkirESf ormevei, fists. 
Nmoi^ Uack cattle. 

O. 

OcHELSf name of mountains. 
OAoilib/ Oiaith! an oath. 



P. 



PaITRICK^ a partridge. 
Pvle, speech. 



PntkUy enmiiBgy sly. 
PettUf to cherish, a ploii|^ 
Pkimeg9, short petticoats 

by th<; Highlandmeo. 
P9ortUh, poTerty. 



R. 



JRaX'D^ stretched. 
iteek, smoke. 



smoJ 
Rew, repent. 

Rirf'tmidieif sturdy beggan. 
Rouihie, plentiful. 
RmUh o* gear, plenty of goods. 
RoMfth, plenty. 
Rtmgf acudgeL 
RMkUd, wrinkled. 



8. 



ScAlTH, to damage, to injaie^ 

injury, 
Senedf to tear, to rent. 
Shtat, a small wood. 
Sheughf a ditch, a trench^ a 

sluice. 
Skid, a shed. 
Sicker^ sure, steady. 
Sfes^A, proud, nice, high-oiet* 

tied. 
Skdp, to strike, to slap ; to walk 

with a smart tripping step ; a 

smart stroke. 
Skinklm, a small portion. 
Snapper, stumble. 

Sruekf 



GLOSSARY. 
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SMck, latcb of 4 door. 

SneU, bitter^ bItiDg. 

Snoolf ooe whose spirit is broken 

iKrith oppressive slavery; to 

submit tamely ; to sneak* 
Sonne, haying sweet engaging 

looks; Incky, jolly. 
Soughf a sigh, a sound dyiug on 

the ear* 
Spates, swollen streams. 
Speel, to climb. 
Stalwart, strong, stout. 
Sten, to rear as a horse, to stride. 
Steer, to molest, to stir. 
Stents, tribute, dues of any kind. 
Stoure, dust, more particularly 

dust in motion. 
Stown, stolen. 
Stowp, a kind of jug or dish with 

a handle. 
Stoyte, stumble. 
Swarf, swoon. 
Sivats, liquor. 
Sioith, get away. 
Syne, since, ago, then. 



T. 

TaIRGE, target 

TawtaMan, the name of a monn- 
tain. 

Tedding, spreading after the 
mower. 

Tentie, needful, cautious. 

Theekit, thatched. * 

Thud, to make a loud intermit- 
tent noise. 



Tine, «r iffwe, to lose. 
lint, lost. 

TnU0egate, lost the way. 
Tbrl, to make a slight notse/ to 

uncover. 
Tocher, marriage portion. 
TVig, spruce, neat. 
Trtfsted, appointed; to irytte^ to 

make an iq^ipointment. 
Trews, trowsers. 



U. 

Unco, strange, uncouth, very, 
very great, prodigious. 

Unweeting, unwitting, unknow- 
ing. 

Unsicker, unsure, unsteady. 

Urchin, a hedge-hog. 



W. 

Waft, woof. 

Wakf choice, to choose. 
fVaUef ample, large, jolly ; atso 

an hUeijeetion i^ distress. 
Warlock, a wizard. 
Warstle, wrestling, struggle. 
JVaught, draught 
Wee, Uttle. 
Weei, rain, vritness. 
Weird, fate. 
Whyles, sometimes. 
Wicker, willow (the smaller 

sort). 



Wow, 
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Wmo, an eidtmtion of piM* 
sure or wonder. 

Wmiif dwelb. 

Wraekf to tent, to Tex. 

WrmUk^ a spirit, a ghost ; an i^ 
parition exactly like a livii^ 
person, wbose appearance is 
nid to forebode the person's 
approacliing death. 

WffUf begnile. 



Y. 



/ ETTy a gate, siidb Of tt,iifiMl% 
at the adrwuu hdo aftrm prd 
orflOd. 

FtU, ale. 

Yirdf earth. 

Yowe, an ewe. 

YmUf Christmas. 



FINIS. 
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